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lasting difference. Economic and racial tensions 
quickly divided the haves from the have-nots in 
the suburb, while over-development took subur¬ 
ban sprawl to sour new frontiers and turned the 
progressive dream of Reston’s founder. 

“What happened when it kind of 
backfired was there was an incredible racial ten¬ 
sion in a situation like that,” Barry says. “The 
people who lived in middle-class homes were 
predominately white, middle-class government 
workers, and the people who lived in govern¬ 
ment-subsidized housing were non-white, poor, 
government-subsidized houses, on welfare. It’s 
an educational way to grow up. 

“There’s white people in fur coats 
walking by as Mexicans are scraping up their 
cigarette butts,” he continues. “It’s not the 
American dream. It’s white flight and the 
media’s playing up the war on drugs in the late 
’80s. Watching the demise of a beautiful place 
like Reston has a lot to do with our music and 
our lyrics.” 

Of course, the Reston wasteland that 
stretched out before Avail’s members after they 
graduated high school wasn’t the only landscape 
that helped to make a lasting dent in the band’s 
psyche. Growing up just a bus ride away from 
Washington D.C. and its inseparable mix of pol¬ 
itics and rock’n’roll, much of the District’s polit¬ 
ical aesthetic rubbed off on Avail - something 
countless fans have already picked up in any one 
of its albums. For a kid growing up on the out¬ 
skirts of D.C., it’s hard to differentiate politics 
from punk rock. The city’s scene revolves 
around Ian MacKaye, whose outfit’s Minor 
Threat and Fugazi have been anything but apo- 


Avail’s Tim Barry sits down and 
cracks the top off a chilled 40-ounce beer. It’s 
been a long weekend; today was filled with a 
three-hour practice, which broke up a day filled 
with telephone interviews w'here he spent his 
time coaching amateur rock journos through a 
painful battalion of unimaginative questions and 
pointless chitchat and leading them through hun¬ 
dreds of column inches of first-zine learning 
curves. 

Earlier in the week, he’d attempted to 
take a crew out to film a video for “West Wye,” 
on a short freight-train riding trick. Weighed 
down by bags fiill of camera equipment (and 
their inexperience), in the hobo scene several 
attempts at hopping slow-moving lines were 
aborted. Instead of hitching clandestine rides on 
the rails, he and the two shutterbugs spent the 
night huddled around a campfire in one of the 
coldest October nights in recent memory. He’s 
earned the simple luxury a brew offers. 

Of course, leading the way in inter¬ 
views or the rail yards isn’t as hard on Barry as 
it would be for the average punker. After all, he 
and his band mates (guitarist Joe Banks, bassist 
Gwomper, drummer Ed Trask and go-to guy 
Beau Beau) have been leading the punk pack for 
years. Avail’s latest, Front Porch Stories (Fat 
Wreck Chords), is the crowning achievement for 
the Richmond, VA, act, a band that’s always 
been a cut above most of its socially conscien¬ 
tious brethren. It’s hard to tell which is bigger: 
the musical aims that merge everything from 
traces of country’s slide guitar and stealthy pop 
melodies with a background of East Coast punk 
and hardcore, or Barry’s heart, which overflows 
with sympathy for the struggles of the common 
man. Consider it a draw; the real winner here is 
anyone who’s a fan of questioning the status 
quo. 

Of course, anyone who is familiar 


with Avail knows the band brings more to the 
table than the “Fuck the Man” attitude many of 
its activist cohorts sport on their records. While 
still covered in the angry grit that coats every 
leftist act now that Republicans officially con¬ 
trol Capitol Hill, Avail is not a crew of name¬ 
calling negatives. Front Porch Stories eschews 
the hypercritical rants of political punk for songs 
that focus on people, not issues. Be it “West 
Wye,” which sings the tune of the loner who’s 
lost in society’s margins, or “Subdued and 
Arrested,” which attempts to put propaganda- 
spewing bands’ messages into a human light, 
there’s none of the pointless pessimism so vogue 
in political punk. 

“I think finger-pointing is the easiest 
way out of being intellectual,” Barry says. 
“Anybody can point a finger. You can be criti¬ 
cal of me, I can be critical of you, but that’s easy. 

I can go, ‘Man, you’re ugly! You need to fix 
your teeth. You need to comb your hair. You 
need to get back in shape,’ and you can say that 
about me. To break it down and look at it in the 
big picture is really difficult. Finger-pointing is 
just a cop-out.” 

To really understand why there’s such 
a distance between Avail’s ideology and its take 
on the punk sound, you’ve got to jump back to 
the band’s geographic roots. While the five- 
piece now calls Richmond home, it grew up in 
Reston, a planned-community suburb about 
twenty miles outside of Washington D.C. 
Because it was developed in the late ’60s, 
Reston was the victim of overly optimistic hopes 
for progressive city planning to take root: Upper 
middle-class homes were placed next to govern¬ 
ment-subsidized housing projects, with commu¬ 
nal gardens and community swimming pools 
plugging the spaces between them. 

The hippie optimism of planned com¬ 
munities wore off long before it could make a 
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last two years waiting tables because she can’t 
find a job. 

There’s still more to life in 
Richmond than watching economic cancers 
slowly eat away a proud city. As Barry sips 
from his forty and talks music, his comments 
are peppered with bits and pieces of hometown 
pride. He’s proud of the fact he can still walk 
or ride a bike everywhere he needs to go, using 
a beat-up pickup once a week for groceries. 
There are literally countless references to the 
sense of community he feels, not just with local 
bands but also with the town’s residents. 

“Living in Richmond', it seems like a 
different aspect of Virginia,” Bany^ says as he 
contrasts his hometown with the bergs that lie 
north of it. “It has to do with the people, the 
slower pace of life, the music that comes out of 
here, the sense of community in this place, as 
opposed to the alienation that you feel in a 
place in Reston where you don’t know your 
neighbors. It’s complete car and consumer cul¬ 
ture and has little to do with reality of life in 
any way.” 

That mix of community and people 
with dirty realities is what makes Avail’s artis¬ 
tic heartbeat. You’re not going to find songs 
about third-world political struggles, obscure 
political theories or other issues that are, at 
best, vague ideas that kick around in the heads 
of punks, anywhere on Front Porch Stories. 
No, it’s all tales of flesh-and-blood pain and 
hurt for Barry and company. 

“Anyone can read Noam Chomsky 
or watch Michael Moore’s new movie and pull 
lines for songs out of that shit,” Barry com¬ 
plains. “Anyone can do that. All those people 
are amazing people, but that’s not the person 
writing the song. You’ve got to find your own, 
what’s meaningful to you and make that into 
songs. Me writing about the Zapatistas and 
Chiapas in Mexico wouldn’t be as fulfilling to 
me as writing about my neighbors who beat 
their kids, because that’s what I see. That’s 
what 1 experience.” 

“Look how everybody’s brought up: 
We don’t live our lives through communicat¬ 
ing,” Barry says as he works on his beer. “We 
live our lives through watching other people 


communicate through produced programs on 
the television and commercials and Internet. I 
don’t really talk about my feelings. Maybe 
that’s why I write all those songs that do put 
those feelings on the table.” 

That, friends, is the biggest differ¬ 
ence between Avail and your standard-issue, 
post-millennial punk act. Avail’s got feelings 
where most bands have musty rhetoric. Avail’s 
activist songs are about people; most everyone 
else’s are about issues. Sometimes, what sepa¬ 
rates Avail from most of its socially conscious 
compatriots may not be easy to see on the sur¬ 
face. Like many others, the band takes on 
social issues and peppers them with personal 
observations, but they are playing punk rock, 
after all, so none of its albums sounddiffer¬ 
ent from hundreds of other acts. 

Then again, it’s also pretty apparent 
the difference between Front Porch Stories and 
the long, long list of political albums that were 
pressed this year. There’s more than just the 
So-Cal cut-time stomp or NOFX-wannabe 
melodies in the band’s arrangements, as its 
players are fans of more than just punk rock; 
straight up rock is as important to Avail as any 
three-chord tradition. It’s been that way for 
Avail for years, through its five previous studio 
albums. Likewise, Barry is adamant about 
avoiding the didactic slogans that too frequent¬ 
ly are confused with social action in favor of 
heartfelt dialogs about close-at-hand issues. 

“If you write in that fashion, it actu¬ 
ally directly affects people because it’s not 
something that they have never seen and it 
might force them to address it within them¬ 
selves,” he says. “Maybe they’re doing it them¬ 
selves. Maybe it will help them rethink shit. 
Anything that challenges the norm in any way 
is important these days.” 

Call it leading by example. Call it 
humanistic punk rock. Call it whatever you 
want. It doesn’t change the fact that Avail 
knows that punk is not a scene or even an idea. 
It’s a feeling, a feeling of hope, compassion and 
kinship (and the fmstrations that come with 
those) with our fellow man. It’s simple, hum¬ 
ble and powerful. It’s nearly perfectly wrapped 
up on Avail’s latest. ODD 


litical. Nearly every show, Barry, Beau and 
their compatriots attended in the late ’80s was¬ 
n’t just a celebration of rock culture - it was 
politicized benefit concert set to raise money 
and awareness of issues. Literature, pamphlets 
and propaganda soaked every show and provid¬ 
ed the final bit of glue that would cement 
activism to punk culture in the minds of Avail’s 
members. 

Barry looks back upon his youth in 
the District’s powerfully activist scene with a 
bit of reverence. For a rocker who has seen 
many political punks resort to simple name 
calling or sloganeering as a marketing scheme, 
his earliest shows (ones where more than lip 
service was paid to social action) still stand out 
fresh in his mind. In fact, one of the earliest 
shows he can remember going to. Scream and 
Verbal Assault at D.C.’s Unitarian Church, 
burned an image into his memory that would 
inform his vision of punk rock for the next thir¬ 
teen years - and not because of the music. 

“When the show finished, everyone 
was handed tin pans and drumsticks and drums 
and other objects that would be loud, and we all 
walked out of the show, about 300 of us, and we 
walked to the South African embassy and 
protested Apartheid,” Barry says. “That’s what 
the show's were built on. It was bringing people 
together to celebrate music and culture, but in 
the process of bringing people, it was bringing 
people together for a higher reason. We were 
young and impressionable and it made an enor¬ 
mous impression on me.” 

Of course, you can’t talk about the 
influence that Virginian cities have played upon 
helping form Avail’s personality without touch¬ 
ing on its hometown of Richmond. South of the 
glamour of the D.C. super-scene, Richmond sits 
smack-dab in the middle of the Rust Belt. It’s 
felt the economic slide as hard as any city in the 
nation: its population is at its lowest point that 
anyone can remember. To lure people back into 
the city, tax breaks help ease the burden of 
home ownership, which, due to a sagging hous¬ 
ing market, already features bargain-basement 
prices on homes. It’s not working very well, as 
jobs are tight. Barry tells of a friend of his who 
wdelds a degree in engineering who’s spent the 
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I am not cool enough to work at 
Destroy All Monthly. I like fiinny punk rock. To 
real punk rockers, funny punk rock is the redhead¬ 
ed stepchild of the genre. 1 understand what there 
is to hate about it. Don’t get me wrong; it is not my 
favorite part of the genre. I just admit to liking it. I 
really can’t help but enjoy NOFX. I always felt that 
a lot of their humor was a bit of social commentary 
and even their silliest of songs (“Whoa to the 
Whoas”, “Buggley Eyes”) were actually quite 
clever. 

1 also admit to liking some of the newer 
Vandals songs. Not nearly as much as I like old 
school Vandals (“Urban Struggle”) but enough to 
crack a big grin when I hear a silly song (“My 
Girlfriend’s Dead”) by them on a mix tape. What 
can I say? I have a cute smile and a boisterous 
laugh and sometimes I like to show off both. 

Actually, don’t a lot of bands use humor 
in their songs and never get lumped in with the 
“funny” punk rock genre? One of the first punk 
rock songs 1 ever heard was “New York’s Alright if 
You Like Saxophones” by the band Fear. The 
Misfits have a silly song called “Braineaters”. 
“Jock-O-Rama” by the Dead Kennedys is a hilari¬ 
ous song. Half the Ramones catalog is tongue in 
cheek. I have noticed that a lot of the time, the first 
punk song a kid will listen to is a funny one. If 
humor ropes another kid into the scene, what’s so 
bad about that? 

So 1 agreed to interview Mark Adkins, 
lead singer for Guttermouth. Although the band 
had been around forever, I had heard very little of 
their work. From what I had heard, Guttermouth 
was a band along the lines of NOFX and the 
Vandals. So I pulled down the shades, put a towel 
under my door and put the comforter over my head 
as I listened to the latest Guttermouth CD, Gusto. 
This is the sort of thing one has to do when listen¬ 
ing to this kind of music. Being caught listening to 
funny punk rock almost equals the embarrassment 
of being caught masturbating to underwear ads in 
the newspaper. Music like this is also just as 


delightfully sinful as that kind of self-love. 

What 1 got was not what 1 expected. 
The music was funny but in that Dr. 
Demento/Weird A1 Yankovic kind of way. It was 
missing a very important part of the funny punk 
rock genre and that part was the punk rock. The 
album is good but just not rocking enough for me. 

From the articles Mark wrote in the past 
for this very rag you hold in your hand, I knew that 
he is in his thirties and a true believer in punk rock. 
At one point he quoted Claude Bessey in one of his 
articles, which 1 thought was excellent (Claude 
Bessey AKA Kickboy Face was a prolific writer of 
the early Los Angeles punk scene for those of you 
that didn’t do your punk rock homework). I also 
have heard some tracks by Guttermouth on some 
compilations that still keep the rock. 1 figure with 
this album they are trying something new. Why 
demonize someone for doing that? Do you know 
what kind of balls it takes to be in a funny punk 
rock band, you got to be part rock star and part 
comedian. You have to deal with hecklers and 
slamdancers at the same time. Even though the CD 
wasn’t for me, these guys have my respect. 

Mark turned out to hate Dr. Demento 
and love Weird A1 Yankovic. “No 1 don’t (like Dr. 
Demento),” says Mark, “I can’t stand it. My old 
roommate John used to play it all the time. I liked 
it when I was a kid but you can only hear 
‘Fishheads’ so many times. I am a fan of Weird A1 
though. UHF is one of my favorite movies...He 
played five consecutive nights at the Orange 
County fair. It was brilliant. They also had a Weird 
Al museum tracking his entire career.” 

The people at Destroy All Monthly who 
do the reviewing (1 am not one of them. 1 asked the 
powers that be if I could but they said something 
about me liking funny punk rock and something 
about intense BO, whatever that is) gave the 
Guttermouth album an average grade of a D+. This 
is not unusual but what was unusual is that Mark 
continued to sporadically write for the magazine. 


“[I’ll] take it or leave it,” says Mark. “Critics who 
write for magazines, do they know anything about 
music? Do they have any musical training? It’s all 
opinions and one person’s opinion could be com¬ 
pletely different from the next. Also, people who 
read record reviews before buying their music are 
fools. 1 tend to do my own research...! take it all 
with a grain of salt. So you can take your D+ and 
cram it up your keester. (Laughs)” 

Guttermouth has a young fanbase. One 
would think it would be hard to play for a room full 
of teenagers. “It’s not hard at all,” explains Mark. 
“I have a lot more energy than a sixteen year old 
kid mostly because 1 am taking care of myself now. 
Towards the last leg of the punk-o-rama tour, these 
kids were shouting for us to play all these songs we 
don’t play live and we said why don’t you come up 
here and sing them. They came on the stage...and 
just got exhausted in one song. These kids can’t 
handle one song let alone do a nonstop set. Most 
kids don’t have it and I love running circles around 
those little brats.” 

On the album. Gusto, there is quite a bit 
of a country flavor. “We listened to the O! Brother 
Where Art Thou? soundtrack and got loaded,” stat¬ 
ed Mark. “We found it pretty funny. It was some¬ 
thing different for the band... we’re going to record 
a new album for next year and we can go back to 
the old formula or we could push it further.” 

Mark had only one thing to say before I 
got off the phone with him. “Tell Charlie I am 
Sony,” Mark explains, “I will start writing (arti¬ 
cles) again when I come back on the 24^^. I can’t 
do it on the road. My mind just doesn’t work.” 
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It has taken me a couple years to admit 
this, but alas it seems as if “punk” music these 
days all sounds the same to me. I know you've 
heard it all before, but it wasn’t until I saw MTV2 
for the first time that 1 realized how easy it is to 
be on TV, much less be in a band. Not to dis the 
punk rock icons of today, but I think a majority of 
these pop punk folks missed the boat by a few 
years. In order to understand the what's big now, 
I think back to the glory days of pop punk, when 
Fat Wreck Chords was a tiny fledgling to big bird 
Epitaph, when emo barely meant Sunny Day Real 
Estate, and most importantly, when Scott 
Radinsky had finished his stint with Ten Foot 
Pole and formed Pulley. Pulley embodies every¬ 
thing T love about music - ups and downs, love, 
love lost, and Just life in general. “We are all 
friends and we just want to have a good time 
without stressing out. We just hop in the van and 
hit the road and have fun,” says singer Scott 
Radinsky. 

Their bio reads like that of any adoles¬ 
cent young boy who matures into a strapping 
young man: at first there’s change, then there’s 
more physical change with some hairy issues, 
then there’s even more change hopefully, and 
then finally at the end there’s acceptance of iden¬ 
tity. Since their inception in 1996, the band has 
seen numerous lineup changes and has seen the 
likes of Matt Riddle (No Use For a Name), Jim 
Cherry (RIP), and Jordan Bums (Stmng Out) 
come and go. In fact, the title of their latest 
album Together Again for the First Time pokes 


fun at their struggle to get to where they are 
today. “It’s just like a joke because we’ve been 
through a lot of different lineups, so its ironic that 
we can say, ‘Hey, we’re together again for the 
first time.’ But it’s pretty much what it is and 
there’s no room to change. We’ve been together 
for three years now and this is how it’s going to 
be.” 

The thing I like most about Pulley is 
that they are nothing like bands today. They have 
heart and don’t feign sincerity. You can listen to 
any of their four albums and let their raw emotion 
draw you in through Scott’s wami vocals and the 
blistering rhythms of the music. Call it anger, call 
it joy, call it pain.. .these guys know what they are 
doing. 

“Over the years we’ve kinda estab¬ 
lished a sound. I mean, you’ll know a 
Descendents record when you hear it. They 
weren’t trying to change their sound from album 
to album. We just try to make adjustments 
regarding production rather than sacrificing our 
songwriting.” They don’t need to write long bal¬ 
lads to show their love, nor do they need 
Zeppelin-like solos to convey their talents. In 
fact, most of their songs are just over two min¬ 
utes. Yet, Pulley is one of the best at what they 
do simply because they do what they want to 
do-just ten times faster and ten times louder, and 
you can’t ask more than that of a punk rock band. 
■■■ 
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12/7 Slim's SF 

w/High On Fire,Theory of Ruin 
12/28 Bottom of the Hiii 
w/Ludicra+TBA 
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You want to see a fucking great band? 
How about a balls-out, noisy, sweaty and rocks-out 
set that’ll shred out your insides? The Drunk 
Horse/High On Fire/Theory Of Ruin line-up is prob¬ 
ably the best way you can translate sex, drugs and 
rock ’n’roll onto a stage. Or a riot of some sort, mixed 
with a protest march that got outta hand. If you want 
to see some thin, reedy college rock experiment, 
there are always some mellow-yellow jams you can 
enjoy on this Saturday night...but this gig is rock 
with a capital “R”, you fucking bastards! Drunk 
Horse tops the bill and trust me, they will remove 
that goddamn roof and crumble those steel posts that 
adorn beautiful Slim’s and blow out the ears of those 
apathy-obsessed SF hipsters that mill about in the 
patio area at Bottom. 

The first question I asked singer Eli 
Eckert was, “Was Cyrus in Black Fork?”, which was 
confirmed, much to my delight. The band is rounded 
out with “Cripe” on drums, John Niles on guitar and 
the previously mentioned Cyrus Comiskey on the 
bass guitar. 75% of the band are childhood friends 
from this small California town called Arroyo 
Grande, and they prefer being up here. When I got 
their self-titled LP (on Man’s Ruin/Oakland Pants 
I Factory) it was cool, but the gig is where you see the 
real-deal and realize how fucking great this band is. 
They play local spots like The Portlite in Oakland and 
924 Gilman, but they’ve also toured nationally and 
have a great following. 

“We already finished the album. It’ll 
probably be out in March or April. We’re pretty sure 
it’s going to be on Tee Pee Records in New 
L York.. .they put out a bunch of stuff. The Core, Bad 


Wizard and a bunch of other stuff. The band’s been 
playing once a month, just trying to keep about on 
that frequency. If we play too much-unloading your 
equipment and re-loading, etc.-bands don’t have 
enough time to write new songs and keep creating.” 
Nothing has been finalized, but either way Eli seems 
to be looking forward to playing out and touring 
again. Think of this band as the antithesis of fashion 
and superficiality: they’re a proper drinking band 
with a good 70’s rock Southern vibe, with a good take 
on Aerosmith circa-“Rocks”, Lynyrd Skynyrd and a 
little' Blue Cheer thrown in somewhere in there. 
Their second album, “Tanning Salon/Biblical 
Proportions” (also on Man’s Ruin), is probably my 
least favorite, while the “Prince Covers” seven-inch 
and the upcoming album do the band better justice. 

“The songs were all done at Louder stu¬ 
dios, which Tim Green owns. He wasn’t really a 
producer, but he had some helpful input and pretty 
much let us do our thing. The new record is a solid 
rock album. The last album is more experimental. 
We recorded this one in two weeks,” Eli explains, in 
addition to talking about touring with Mr.Green’s 
band The Champs across the states. I’m sure it’s 
been said before, but Dnink Horse is one of the best 
bands to come out in the latest generation. That’s 
what I fucking love about the Bay Area: good bands, 
minimal bullshit and great live shows! 

If I haven’t mentioned it enough, make 
sure you don’t miss Drunk Horse. Do a one-eighty if 
all you do is take the safe route and check this show 
out. I asked Eli for some parting words and he calm¬ 
ly stated, “Well, you know, we’re here to rock you.” 
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store, a record label and this magazine. Just like 
Mr. Brett with Bad Religion, who also happens to 
be from the San Fernando Valley, Rafe started his 
own label to release his band’s albums. About a 
year ago he teamed up with a super guy named 
Charlie to help jumpstart the label, and within a 
short time things started to really take off. Earlier 
this year the band released a second self-titled CD, 
and it wasn’t until this month that they were able to 
tour to promote it. But now there is an entire com¬ 
pany to back them, and Rafe said that this tour is 
something they have needed to do. At twenty-nine 
years old he feels that time is passing him by and 
that he needs to leave his mark on punk rock before 
he gets too old. At the very least he wants to leave 
the band at a time when they are successful and the 
rest of the guys can carry on without him. “Johnny 
and the guys are twenty-two, they could be in the 
band with me for another five years and they could 
go on and be a great band. Johnny and Joey don’t 
know anything else but music and that’s what they 
want to do for the rest of their lives. If I could at 
least help them that would be great.” 

Rafe knows both sides of the music 
industry as a businessman and as a musician. He 
tries to do the best job he can balancing them and 
keeping them separated, but sometimes the money 
making part of him creeps over into his creative 
side. “I started getting caught up in the business 
side of things. I was seeing all these bands and cer¬ 
tain sounds that are big. I started thinking 
hmm.. .what direction are we going in and what do 
we want to sound like. 1 stopped myself, and I was 
like, “What the fuck dude?” When I first picked up 
that guitar I just wanted to be in a band. I just 
wanted to play.” I just saw the band play not too 
long ago and nothing has changed. They are still 
playing the fast, guitar-driven punk rock they 
always have. I am not very good at giving com¬ 
parisons, but if you need an idea of how they 
sound, the closest thing I can think of is NOFX gui¬ 
tar and drums with a completely unique vocal 
styling. 

If I had to describe Rafe, the image I 
would use is the Fonz. He is a little older than 
everyone and maybe even a little cooler. I first met 
him and the rest of the band at one of their shows. 


I came across their first CD a week before the show 
and I listened to it nonstop. Then when I heard that 
they were playing, I had to go see them. That’s one 
of the great thing about Punk Rock, the things that 
you like and the people that you want to meet are 
not that far out of reach. Well anyway I went to 
that show and they just killed, I don’t even remem¬ 
ber who else was playing. After their set I went to 
talk to them and told them about finding the CD 
and that they play a great show. They were really 
nice guys and appreciated the compliment. 1 start¬ 
ed going to every show I could, and after a while 
they began to recognize me and we would talk at 
their merch table. Now I get to write for Rafe’s 
magazine and fart on his office chair. Even though 
I don’t get to see them play as often anymore, I still 
listen to their albums and talk to them, and that 
makes me happy. Especially the farting in Rafe’s 
chair. 

They are really friendly people, and 
their shows kick major ass. They are loud, fast and 
funny too. Your guys better go see them while 
they are up there because it is a show not to be 
missed, and they don’t tour very often. Also go up 
to them and tell them what you think of the music, 
and maybe Rafe will talk you into buying a CD. 
■■■ 


SHOW INFO 

12/11&12 Jim Dandy's 100 Club 
(Prunedale) 
w/Los Vigilantes 


Dy: Jason Stabile 
SlueCollarSpecial.com 


Blue Collar Special is heading up 
Highway 101 this month to invade northern 
California, and show our metropolitan neighbors in 
the north how hard we rock down in So Cal. Rafe, 
who plays guitar and shares half of the vocal 
duties, said that this is going to be the band’s first 
major tour and that they are all stoked. He feels 
that this is going to help expand the band’s popu¬ 
larity and maybe help them sell a few records. He 
is especially excited because this is only one of 
many great things that have happened to him in the 
last year. His record company is finally starting to 
take off, his band is doing great and his girlfriend 
is having a baby. Wait, I think I am getting a little 
too far ahead of myself, so let’s start at the begin¬ 
ning. 

Blue Collar Special has been around for 
over five years now, and they have had a solid line¬ 
up for the last three. They started out in the beau¬ 
tiful city of North Hollywood, located in the San 
Fernando Valley. Johnny, Joey, Rafe and Jan were 
all friends but it took a while before they all agreed 
to play in a band together. In the beginning Rafe 
wanted to start a band with his friend Ben, but they 
needed a few extra members. When their friend 
Johnny’s band. Blue Elvis, broke up they recruited 
Johnny to play guitar and his friend Joey to play 
bass. Eventually Ben left, and the group was in 
need of a drummer. “We had been begging Jan to 
play drums for months,” Rafe said. “He was a lit¬ 
tle hesitant at first. I don’t know why. I guess he 
thought we sucked or something.” When Jan’s 
band broke up he joined the group and they solidi¬ 
fied into a hardworking and very talented band. 

Rafe was really happy when Johnny 
joined because now he had someone to share the 
singing duties with. “I didn’t want to be the only 
singer, it’s too much responsibility! John and I 
have fonned this kind of John Lennon/Paul 
McCartney relationship. We both sing and wTite 
together. He writes a song that I sing and I write 
songs that he sings.” Rafe, however, is not a shy as 
he lets on. He is usually the one in the middle of 
the stage talking shit and telling jokes. Whenever 
they have technical difficulties during their set, it 
turns into the Blue Collar Comedy Hour, with Rafe 
and Joey doing standup routines while they dodge 
flying cups and shoes. Whenever they are on stage 
you are guaranteed a show. 

Blue Collar Special is not the only thing 
that Rafe spends his time working on. He is the 
owner of a music empire that includes a record 
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Undisclosed to them. The Explosion 
and 1 go way back. I’ve seen them play more times 
in the past couple of years than Fd care to admit, 
not to mention the various sightings around Boston 
on my requisite semi-annual pilgrimages home. 
Fm not really sure to what 1 owe the strange affin¬ 
ity I have for this band. Maybe it has something to 
do with the hellacious summer I worked for a 
senile professor and after putting up with his shit 
all day would listen to “Hero,” finding fleeting 
comfort in the line that said “It’s all behind you 
now and everything’s gonna be alright.” Or maybe 
it’s because I can listen to The Explosion and feel 
like Fm listening to “punk rock” without having 
flashbacks to adolescence. Or maybe it’s because 
they lack the pretentious indie posturing that 
accompanies most of the music I listen to. Or 
maybe it’s just my unyielding East Coast pride. 
But all that’s beside the point. 

The Explosion is one of those rare 
bands that appeal to a wide array of people, from 
skuzzy street punker to emo royalty. In existence 
for about four years now, they’ve played with 
bands as diverse as their fan base, running the 
gamut from Jade Tree label mates a la Jets to 
Brazil, to straight ahead punk bands like One Man 
Army, with whom they are co-headlining their 
upcoming tour dates. Featuring veterans of more 
hardcore bands such as The Trouble and In My 
Eyes, just where The Explosion (consisting of Matt 
Hock on vocals, Damian Genuardi on bass, Dave 
Walsh and Sam Cave on guitar, and Andrew Black 
on drums) exactly falls upon the musical spectrum 
is a bit ambiguous. “We all like different kinds of 
music but I guess we’re kind of a punk band,” says 
Dave Walsh. “But it’s more than general punk. It’s 
not just all about hooligans anymore. There’s 
straight up rock and roll and artwork involved.” 
For example, with the release of their next album 
they hope to have a combination CD release 
show/art show in Boston. 

While The Explosion is currently in full 
effect, just months ago word was spreading from 
jabber jaw to jabber jaw that they had called it 
quits. However, despite all the rumors to the con¬ 
trary, the band did not and, “were never intending 
on breaking up,” clarifies Dave. He attributes all 


the gossip to their extensive touring hiatus (while 
several members pursued school) and the fact that 
they hadn’t put out an album in eight months. 
Apparently there was no need for damage control 
though. “I don’t give a fuck what people think,” 
Dave elucidates. 

But while it appeared things were all 
quiet on The Explosion front, the band was stealth¬ 
ily keeping quite busy behind the scenes, rocking 
out in side projects, and even doing a little DJ-ing 
(“Damien has all those electroclash records.”) 
Besides founding their own label, Tarantulas 
Records, The Explosion have spent the past year 
recording a record entitled “Sick of Modem Art” 
which will be self-released (no, they didn’t leave 
Jade Tree) in January. Featuring six or seven songs 
and the work of a French artist by the name of 
Lokiss, the 12” EP is just one of several upcoming 
releases planned for Tarantulas Records. The label 
is also home to The Tonsils (a side project of Dave 
and Sam from The Explosion) as well as Darker 
My Love, a band from Berkeley featuring two for¬ 
mer Nerve Agents, Tim and Andy. They are addi¬ 
tionally considering releasing an electroclash-style 
album by an enigmatic artist with the moniker Mr. 
Walnuts (Word is he drops some killer beats). 

Like the band, the label places a heavy 
emphasis on artwork. What this translates to is 
aesthetically pleasing, collector-quality releases 
and some snazzy colored vinyl. The 7'onsils 
album, for example, will feature the work of Ralph 
Steadman who has illustrated the novels of Hunter 
S. Thompson f Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas , 
etc.). “We’re concerned about the final product,” 
Dave explains. “The label is more project based, 
like an art gallery. We’re not about making records 
for mass consumption.” 

So what is The Explosion about? Well 
for one thing there is the abundance of arachnid 
imagery associated with the band. “It’s our fake 
gang, the Tarantulas,” Dave unveils anticlimacti- 
cally. “People started asking to be in it. There are 
way too many tarantulas tattoos out there now!” he 
quips. 

As far as personal convictions go, with 
undeniable political flirtations in songs like “No 
Revolution” and “Terrorisf ’ The Explosion strike a 


healthy balance between societal observation and 
political grandstanding. “We’re not overtly politi¬ 
cal,” explains Dave. “It’s more personal politics 
and then extending that into the community, letting 
it lead to a broader political spectrum, having more 
of an exponential effect. Deal with your 
mom/wife^oyfriend the same way you would 
want George Bush dealing with Sadam Hussein. 
It’s not that we don’t care, it’s more that we don’t 
feel comfortable preaching politics.” 

What they do hope to convey is inspira¬ 
tion and the DIY ethic, aka stop gawking and start 
rocking. “Everyone has it inside themselves. 
There’s no reason they can’t be doing it them¬ 
selves. It just takes basic practice. I wish people 
would do more,” encourages Dave. “Fm always 
telling roadies ‘just play.’” This well-adjusted atti¬ 
tude extends to the oft-critiqued “scene” as well. 
“I’m not disillusioned. I don’t go to a show just to 
go to a show. Fm excited by music. It’s all I want 
to do with my life. Just tune out eveiydhing else.” 

Being a band isn’t all just a vegan cake¬ 
walk though. It takes hard work and the possession 
of the seemingly un-rock skill, good planning. 
“The hardest part is getting organized. We just 
now got organized,” Dave reveals. “We just got a 
new van that works. We got new guitars. My amp 
is in the shop getting fixed. We just hired a tour 
manager. This is the first tour we are actually pre¬ 
pared to go on.” 

Following their month-long stint on the 
road, The Explosion is set to begin recording their 
next full length Jade Tree release sometime in 
February. In the meantime it’s all about “making it 
exciting.” “What else can we do?” posits Dave. 
“Keep it all fresh. Keep it all real. Keep it all 
going.” Spoken like a true freedom fighter. ■■■ 


SHOW INFO 


12/9 Slim's 

w/One Man Army 
& Madcap 

By: Courtney Debauchery 
ladeTree.com 
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12/9 Colonial Theater 
12/10,11 Great American Music Hall 
*ail shows w/Anti-Fiag, 
Bouncing Souls & Wanted 
Dead 

By: Jason Stabile 
TheeCode.com 


The Code is a politically-charged punk 
band from Pittsburg and they will be opening up 
for Anti-Flag and the Bouncing souls as they tour 
in support of their new split record on BYO. This 
is their first time playing the west coast and they 
are damn excited, especially the lead singer Marc, 
because it will be his very first time stepping foot 
in California. 

Their recent debut release on A-F 
Records, “Alert, Aware, Involved”, has been 
receiving a lot of attention. Their songs are fast 
and hard, with a strong political message and 
catchy choruses. What shocked me when I first 
listened to it is that some of the songs start out fast 
and then in the middle, break down with a steady 
ska rhythm only to pick right back up again and 
finish as hard as how they started. Don’t be fright¬ 
ened, they are not a skacore band. They are a punk 
band that just plays a little ska. This could be 
explained by citing the bands that have influenced 
their music. Since no one in the band is older than 
twenty-three, they all grew up listening to groups 
like Operation Ivy, Rancid, Citizen Fish, NOFX 
and Bad Religion just to name a few. The type of 
music that they play is a combination of those 
styles with lyrics and messages that are relevant 
today. 

Being not much older than the kids they 
play to, the band is very successful in relating to 
the new generation of punkers and the kids 
respond to them. Their shows are known to be 


high energy and a lot of fun. The band remembers 
that only a few years ago they were as old as their 
fans. That makes them want to go out and give it 
their all, and hopefully leave the kids with a mem¬ 
orable experience, just like the first bands they saw 
did for them. 

A-F Records is promoting them as, 
“One of the east coast’s most promising under¬ 
ground punk bands!” And their new record “may 
very well be the primary influence of bands to 
come.” It is the label’s job to hype up their bands 
like that, but I wanted to know if the group was 
feeling any pressure to live up to these statements. 
Marc told me that they don’t feel pressured at all; 
all they want to do is play music and have a good 
time, and they are not even nervous about this tour. 
They feel pretty confident since they just recently 
completed the “Mobilize for Peace” tour and have 
played some crazy shows with Leftover Crack 
before. 

The Code is a band for the new genera¬ 
tion of punks, although their music can be appreci¬ 
ated by people of any age. They put all their ener¬ 
gy into every show and deliver their songs with a 
punk spirit that audiences should expect from a 
band. If positive political and social messages are 
not your thing, you can easily get into the fast gui¬ 
tars and creative breakdowns. They are a very tal¬ 
ented young band and you will be hearing about 
them for a long time to come. ■■■ 















1 was shaking in my Converse high tops 
as I picked up the phone and dialed the number for 
A-F Records, Anti-Flag’s own record label. This 
was to be my first interview ever, and I’d have been 
nervous interviewing just about anybody, but Anti- 
Flag? 1 was so scared. 1 had no doubt that whomev¬ 
er I spoke with would be incredibly nice and 
friendly, but knowing that only made me feel a lit¬ 
tle better. So they wouldn’t actually tell me they 
thought I was an ignorant, inarticulate ass even if 
that’s how they really felt. I just have an incredible 
amount of respect for Anti-Flag and everything 
they stand for, and I was so excited to get to speak 
to one of them and I didn’t want to screw it up. I 
might have felt better if I knew which member of 
the band I was going to be interviewing, but I did¬ 
n’t even know that much. So I just picked up the 
phone, dialed the number my editor had provided 
for me, and waited for a response on the other end 
of the line. 

A friendly man answered the phone and 
told me to hold on as he went and got I still didn’t 
know who, and then Justin Sane, lead singer and 
guitarist for Anti-Flag, got on the line. 1 couldn’t 
believe it! I was hoping I’d get to speak to the man 
responsible for the vast majority of the band’s 
music and lyrics, the man who’s writing abilities, 
knowledge and passion I admired so much. And 
Justin Sane was beyond nice. I told him first thing 
that 1 was nervous and that this was my first inter¬ 
view, and he just laughed good naturedly and told 
me not to worry. So I didn’t. I just enjoyed the 
interview, ecstatic at having the opportunity to sit 
there and listen to Justin Sane speak about Anti- 
Flag. He was very easy going, well-spoken, light¬ 
hearted and genuine. What struck me most about 
him was that he laughed a lot, and not because I 
was the least bit funny. Aside from the questions I 
asked and the compliments I gave him, my side of 
the conversation consisted mainly of, “Cool,” 
“Right on,” and “Yeah, I’ll bet.” But now that 
you’ve heard more about me than you ever wanted, 
let’s get to the band. 

So if you know anything at all about 
Anti-Flag, you probably know that they’re highly 
political. Song titles off of their latest full-length 
release, a BYO split album they did together with 
the Bouncing Souls, include such anti-patriotic epi¬ 
thets as: America Got It Right (the following line is 
“by doing the rest of the world wrong”), Gifts From 


America: With Love, the U.S.A. (slightly sarcastic), 
and No Borders, No Nations. It’s an incredible 
album, and I recommend that you go out and buy it 
right now. Anti-Flag and the Bouncing Souls work 
very well together, and apparently they’d always 
wanted to. I asked Justin Sane how the album came 
about, and he said that BYO went to each band and 
asked them whom they’d want to do an album with. 
Anti-Flag said the Bouncing Souls, the Bouncing 
Souls said Anti-Flag, and so it just kind of worked 
out really well like that. And being a huge fan of 
both bands, 1 went out and got the album immedi¬ 
ately. Like Justin Sane said to me, the Bouncing 
Souls may not be as overtly political as Anti-Flag, 
but they’re definitely on the same page politically 
so the two bands together work really well. They 
had a lot of fun making the album, and I have a lot 
of fun listening to the album, again and again and 
again. 

Mobilize is the title of Anti-Flag’s latest 
full-length, all Anti-Flag, release, and it’s incredi¬ 
bly unique and emotionally charged for many rea¬ 
sons. First, the band wanted to do something a lit¬ 
tle different for this album, so they decided to put it 
out themselves and record part of it live. They 
wrote some new songs, recorded those in a studio, 
and then booked a private gig they invited all their 
closest friends to. There they played some of their 
previously released songs, fooled around, recorded 
the event, and put that on the CD as well. They 
wanted energy, and that’s what they motherfreakin’ 
got. And that’s what you’ll get if you listen to (um, 
buy) the CD. But that’s not all. They started record¬ 
ing the album on September 10, 2001; what was 
initially scheduled to be their second day in the stu¬ 
dio turned out to be the treacherous 9-11 now 
etched in our collective minds for all eternity. 
Justin Sane quickly wrote a song in response to that 
world-altering day, which turned into 911 For 
Peace, a song I believe to be on par with Die For 
The Government. This album truly rocks, it’s 
infonnative and fun, and you need it in your per¬ 
sonal collection. 

As of late, Anti-Flag has been working 
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on writing yet another album, in addition to putting 
lots of time and effort into A-F records and pro¬ 
moting all the bands on their label. They’re on a 
West Coast tour all throughout December, and then 
it’s off to Europe for them in February. You’ll have 
quite a few oppoitunities to see them play in and 
around LA this month, so don’t miss out. They’ll be 
touring with the Bouncing Souls, The Code, and 
Wanted Dead, so the show is bound to go off. I’ve 
already gotten tickets to three of the shows. I want 
as much of Anti-Flag and the other bands as I can 
get, and you will too if you know what’s good for 
you. 

Now it’s time for me to squeeze in all 
the remaining bits of information 1 wanted to be 
sure and include in this article. Justin Sane has a 
solo album out called Life, Love, and the Pursuit of 
Justice. He hopes to be able to tour in support of 
the album next spring or summer, if he can find the 
time. It’s simply Justin Sane and his guitar, and the 
two demo recordings 1 heard for the album were 
beautiful, but still edgy. You can hear them too on 
the A-F Records sampler track included on the 
Mobilize CD. Chris #2 is in another band called 
Whatever It Takes. And just know that the band is 
truly genuine in all their efforts to better the world, 
spread information and help out other bands. I’m 
sure you can find areas in which they’re not politi¬ 
cally, socially, or punktifically perfect, but self- 
contradiction is the plight of man, my friends, and 
they are only freaking human. ■■■ 


SHOW INFO 

12/9 Colonial Theater 
12/10,11 Great American Music Hall 
*allw/Bouncin 9 Souls, 
Wanted Dead & The Code 
By;EricTaratoot 
Anti-Flag.com 
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12/13 TheCailerylSaiiJosel 
12/15 BonomOfTheHiil 

'both w/Voodoo Glow Skulls, 
aGroovie Ghoulies 


By: Janies NIarttnez 
CodenameroGky.com 


throw rag. 
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12/9 Plant 51 (San lose! 

12/11 Capital Garage (Sacramento] 
'both w/Supersuckers 


By:AliBashldl 

Throwrag.com 


Punk Rock used to be scary for some 
people. It really doesn’t seem that way anymore. 
Pop music has infiltrated the rebellion and it 
homogenized almost everything. I like my Punk 
Rock to have an edge and be a little dangerous. Let 
the tasteless masses have their New Found Glory 
crap, give me something to break shit by. Pissed off 
lyrics screamed in agony, hard guitars pounding 
driving rhythms, and the bass and drums leading the 
train on a collision course with your ears, now that 
is Punk Rock and describes The Dimwits pretty well 
(minus the alcohol abuse and broken bones). 


The Dimwits have been playing for a 
while and have one full length CD and a rare 7inch 
EP under their belts. I listen to the CD (on Burning 
Tree Records, home of some of the best local talent) 
all the time and consider it one of my favorites. The 
songs “Drink” and “Retarded” both have fiiture 
classic written all over them, but the w'hole album is 
a good listen. However to truly get the whole 
Dimwits experience you have to see the band live, 
but I suggest you stand back to avoid flying body 
parts, flailing musical instruments, broken furniture, 
and if you’re lucky some vomit too. I am always 
amazed that Vocalist Pat Roach is able to stand let 
alone sing when they play live, as his drunken state 
is now an expected part of the stage show. Now Pat 
is always cordial and a genuinely nice person and 
this is true when he is drunk too, but I feel a change 
that is edgy and a little scary. The band will start to 
play and Pat with vacant eyes and a total disregard 
for his own personal safety begins to pace the stage 
.in an animal like way. I have seen Pat walk away 


after performing with injuries that would have 
floored a lesser man, but in tnie Punk fashion he 
keeps coming back for more. The other Dimwits 
may be slightly less inebriated but are still fun to 
watch. These guys are quite the talented bunch of 
musicians. In addition to Pat Roach there is Dave T. 
on guitar who is such a hot guitar player he raises 
the temperature at least ten degrees. Dave’s has a 
side project going with a little band called The 
Dickies, but take one look at this guy and you know 
he is a Dimwit through and through. Will the 
Drummer is the obvious beauty in the band and I 
have never seen him with a hair out of place, much 
like John Travolta in Saturday Night Fever. Mike 
the other guitarist is the quiet one who gives me this 
feeling that he is plotting something bad, very bad. 
Bassist Paddy Mack who recently joined the band is 
a nice guy but you can tell that he isn’t one to screw 
over. 


The Dimwits will soon be back in the 
studio recording their follow up LP and will be 
doing a split CD with the legendary Dr. Know on 
Burning Tree (of course). I strongly suggest you 
make it a point to catch this band any chance you 
get. You never know someone might try to do an 
intervention or something. It just wouldn’t be right. 
The Dimwits and O’Douls. ODD 


know t 


“The new album is called 2^^ Place. You 
r that feeling when you’re so close, but then you 
come in second place?” asks The Captain Tae-Bo, 
front man for Throw Rag. “You know you should be 
happy for your successes, but you still feel like a 
loser when you come in second place. Basically, this 
album is called ‘LOSER’. Second place? Nobody 
cares about second place! Second place doesn’t get to 
go to Disneyland. Second place gets shrimp poppers 
at J.J. McTweedy’s,” he laments. 


Okay, so why would a bunch of mentally 
defective (in a good way, of course) hell-raisers like 
Throw Rag so name an album that will undoubtedly 
be worthy of the blue ribbon of first place? Nobody’s 
going to believe the guys from Throw Rag are a 
bunch of losers! 


“Oh hey, we’re winners!” exclaims the 
Captain. “Actually, I found a second place medal in a 
hotel one day, and I just started wearing it. That’s 
where the name came from,” explains the Captain, 
who is well-known to strip down to his boxer briefs 
and cowboy boots, brandishing his belt as a whip 
while onstage. 


Speaking of Throw Rag being onstage, 
keep in mind that a Throw Rag show is never any¬ 
thing less than a bona fide freak show. It’s totally 
unpredictable, and it’s hurtling out of control like a 
Peterbilt with no brakes, with a full trailer load of Jim 
Beam, and a 20 percent grade. Somehow, it never 
crashes and bums though. These guys know how to 
push the limits, and just keep bouncing off the cusp 
of complete fucking mayhem. 


“Remember the movie QuillsT asks The 


Captain. “Remember when the Marquis de Sade 
organized all of the insane people to do a play? A guy 
compared us to that—it’s like organized insanity, 
which makes for a good show, right? We’re serious 
about playing rock ‘n’ roll as long as we can, but 
we’re not real serious about thinking we’ve got rad 
cocks, or spending our off-time shopping.” 


Out of confusion, in this case, comes 
pure, unadulterated fun, as detailed by Throwrag’s 
world-renowned washboardist, Jacko aka the New 
Face of Rock ‘n’ Roll: 


“We’re a fucking rock ‘n’ roll band. We 
just want to have fun, and when people see us having 
fun, they have fun. We’re having a shitload of fun up 
there. And that’s what it’s all about. It may sound 
corny, but it’s tme. Some people are scared of it in the 
first few songs, but they get into it once they see us 
play. They’ll see the white shoes, the polyester, the 
washboard, and wonder ‘what the fuck is this about,’ 
but once we’re playing, they realize that we’re just 
having fun,” says Jacko. 


Throw Rag have proclaimed themselves a 
sailor rock band, and while most people have not yet 
heard of sailor rock, they will once Throw Rag’s 
maniacal bombast takes over. But sailor rock? 


“Well [The Captain] is from Palm Springs/Salton 
Sea, so we kind of picked it up there. People always 
bring up the psychobilly label when they talk about 
us, and the psychobilly kids love us, whi^h is great, 
but we’re not psychobilly—^we’re just rock ‘n’ roll. 
So people say ‘What are you? What are you?’ and 
we’re like ‘We’re sailor rock—yachtsmen, oarsmen!’ 
And they’ll be like ‘Errrrr... Okaaaay.’” DDD 
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If you are ever in Santa Barbara, one of 
the greatest places in California, you need to go 
visit The Ataris compound. There’s the Destroy 
compound in Los Angeles, and in Santa Barbara, a 
transport away from L.A., you’ll find Down on 
Haley. Down on Haley is on Haley Street where 
the Ataris have their own record store. “We have 
the store, we all practice in the back or in the base¬ 
ment, plus we got an apartment in the back.” I got 
to talk to Mike, the bass player, while the boys 
were traveling through endless horizons of corn¬ 
fields in Indiana. 

Even though Mike and the other band 
members moved to L.A., they constantly go back 
and forth to SB in order to record the new album. 
“You always need a break from Hollywood and the 
city. We love L.A., we love Destroy. Sometimes 
you just have to get away.” As often as they do get 
away. The Troubadour is their favorite place to 
play while in the city. “Out of all the clubs, we 
love the Troubadour. For some reason it always 
feels like home for us. Most of the pics that we put 
in our albums come from Troubadour shows, even 
if the kids have never heard of us they still create a 
welcoming atmosphere.” 

After their life of fast-paced touring for 
the past four years. The Ataris took a year off to 
slow things down and they have come out with an 
album that can be called an epiphany in their musi¬ 
cal career. “Columbia gave us a bunch of money 
and said take your time. All of our other records 
were just made on the fly, writing while we were 
on tour and then jump straight into the studio. We 


suddenly just started to play just to enjoy ourselves. 
We actually became better musicians through the 
process. I think every Ataris fan will like this new 
album but it will appeal to a wider audience. 
There’s less pop-punk, more rock’n’roll, with only 
one love song.” I’m blown away, what the hell am 
I going to do now that they stopped writing love 
songs? Many of my pick-up lines or compliments 
come from Ataris albums. I guess we all have to 
grow up, face the wimp sign on the steamed up 
window, go for the big things, and forget about the 
consequences. 

Mike has actually missed going on tour. 
“I just like playing. I’ve seen the world a couple 
times. It makes the world a smaller place, it’s not 
that big at all. Taking the year off reminded me of 
the gift of touring. We’re on tour with our friends 
Sugarcult and Rufio and we’re having a blast. 
Everyone is kind of pop-punk and a band like 
Rufio creates a more well-rounded vibe and they 
have a way with moving the crowd. Rocking is the 
most important thing though.” 

Even though they won’t be playing at 
the Troubadour, go see The Ataris play at The 
Palace. You’ll be sure to see a solid act in 
Sugarcult and some kick ass melody with vocals 
from Rufio, but most importantly you’ll see a 
grownup, brand new Ataris. ■■■ 
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So welcome to the very first DESTROY 
All-sponsored event since our first issue hit the 
streets of San Francisco, San Jose, Berkeley, 
Oakland, Milpitas and so forth. In conjunction 
with a good friend of ours, Eric of Grand Final! 
Productions and great South Bay station KSCU, 
we’re here to just hang out, pass out some maga¬ 
zines and go fucking crazy for the great bill fea¬ 
turing Voodoo Glow Skulls, Code Name: Rocky 
and Groovie Ghoulies. You can buy advanced 
tickets at Streetlight Records in Campbell and 
you’ll be guaranteed a cool silkscreened poster of 
the gig that’s super-limited. We’ve had great 
response for the magazine, positive and negative, 
which lets us know that there’s no middle ground 
and never any apathetic, “Eh”s or “Whatevers” to 
our magazine. We’re the world’s all-preview 
punk rock magazine that combines the best of The 
Guardian, Maximum Rock’n’Roll, The Metro and 
Flipside—^you can always pick up our magazines 
free at skateshops, your local record spot and 
hangouts all around town. Shout-outs to the 
motherfuckers out in Milpitas that we saw last 
month, that checked out DESTROY All and 
exclaimed, "'This is fucking cool — there’s a poster 
in the middle on one side, and a calendar on the 
other with all the shows, man! Now we don’t 
have to fucking kick it at home and blaze it as 
muchy 

The Gallery is a great venue in 
Downtown San Jose that’s a little nicer than 
Cactus Club, but a little bit more run-down than 
Plant 51. There’s no seedy promoter lurking in 
the background, nor there are any monopolies that 
seek to “cash in” from the scene. Between Finali, 
our Northern California point-man extraordinaire 
Lars and the rest of the DESTROY staff, our average 
age is twenty-two...our fucking dedication to get¬ 
ting people to gigs and having better features than 
your standard columns, Q-and-A (boring) band 
inteiwiews and ass-kissing record reviews, in one 
predictable issue. Between all of us, we’ve got 
six million years of punk rock experience, with 
tons of underground experience and time spent on 
the streets. I just got off the phone with Bill from 
Code Name: Rocky, who actually works for one 


of 
our 
com¬ 
peti¬ 
tors, 
that 

actually thought an April Fool’s joke, of making 
their magazine in our format for that month, was 
funny. Nobody here was har-har-ing, that’s for 
sure. Anyw'ays, he just rapped about how stoked 
about the Bay Area shows and his fondest memo¬ 
ries of first playing around the area: “ There was 
this band called Solemite. They’re pretty much a 
pop-punk band. They promised us 50 women, and 
all of them were seriously gorgeous. There were 
sixty people back at the house and they weren’t 
kidding, at all. They’re power-pop with new 
wave fusion, and they’re great...they didn’t know 
us from shit, and still, they put us up, fed us and 
all that.” 

Groovie Ghoulies are one of the best 
bands you can add to a bill to have a fun party, as 
yours truly can attest to from the numerous gigs 
I’ve attended over the years. Their latest album 
“Go! Stories” is on Stardumb Records (a great 
pop-punk label) and as always, are on tour to 
spread the crazy cheers and their unique brand of 
year round “Ghoulie Rock”. The current line up 
is Kepi, Roach and Scampi—a tight trio that’s a 
guaranteed fun time. Make sure you catch them 
and check out some of their cool shirts and col¬ 
ored vinyl; my personal recommendation is the 
“Graveyard Girlfriend” vinyl, which is probably a 
song where the entire crowd goes crazy! GG is 
only playing the San Jose/Gallery show, so that’s 
an even-better incentive to see one—or both Bay 
Area tour dates!! 

Voodoo Glow Skulls are still one of 
the hardest-working bands out in punk rock, cur¬ 
rently on tour in Europe at the moment; they’ve 
got a new record called “Steady As She Goes,” 
which is one of the most phenomenal VGS 
records ever made. And that includes the debut 
“Who Is This Is?” and “Firme”, which are consid¬ 
ered classics in the last decade of punk rock. This 
is their debut set on Victory Records, whose other 
high-profile releases like Thursday and Snapcase 
has raised expectations and response worldwide. 
The three Casillas brothers and the rest of the 
band has a long history with members of the 
Destroy All, working to promote the band’s releas¬ 
es and shows. Frank Casillas (Vocalist) was 
nice enough to chat with staff writer Jason Stabile 
about the new album: “We sing more about what 


we experienced as teenagers in Riverside. That’s 
w'here we started becoming musicians. A lot of 
the stuff that we wrote about was growing up and 
backyard parties. Some of us are parents.. .we 
have other influences now and have a different 
perspective about music. It’s more about the writ¬ 
ing and musicianship now, than about adoles¬ 
cence.” 

And the label shift from Epitaph to 
Victory? “Our record deal was ending. W’e’ve 
been kind of vocal with Epitaph because they 
were definitely not showing the same interest as 
in the past. We’re a band that’s always on the 
road and need support to sell records. And the 
equal kind of support that other bands on the label 
got decided for us that we should go our own 
way,” which Frank explains matter-of-factly. He 
also speaks for VGS as a band when he says he’s 
in it for the long run: “We’re just tiydng to go 
back to the old school, not trying to write any 
radio hits. We’re not shooting to make it big.” In 
addition his contribution back to the LA/Inland 
Empire scene that fostered him is evident with his 
own imprint, El Pocho Loco Records. “We’ve 
got a couple bands on it that are active and do 
well for us. Right now it’s more of a hobby; it’s 
time for me right now to concentrate on Voodoo 
and get a new record deal, so we put the label on 
the back burner for a while. Hopefully, any 
money I can come up with to invest, I will proba¬ 
bly get things going again. 1 mean, it’s a lot of 
hard work!” So with a little column A and B 
rolling now, things for Frank and Company to 
throw another unique touch into the punk rock 
mix. Make sure you check out the gigs in San 
Jose, get advance tickets for the gig and be out 
early for this holiday gig! It’ll be a fucking great 
show, so don’t miss out!!! 
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SHOW INFO 

Destrov All, Grand Finali & KSCU Presents 
12/13 The Gallery (San Jnse) 
w/VoodoeGlowSknlls, 

Code Name: Rocky 
& Groovie Ghoulies 
By: 39 (Thirty Ninel 

lgouthoase.coni for more info 






While the mainstream music media has 
been squarely focused on "the return of 
Rock‘n’Roll," and any and all bands with teased 
mop-topped hair and a Garage sound, a number of 
amazing bands from the New Wave revival (some 
call it "Newer Wave") have been grossly overlooked. 
Bands like Seattle’s the Briefs, L.A.’s own the Von 
Steins and, possibly the most colorful of all, 
Portland, Oregon’s the Epoxies. 

Draping themselves with stripes, check¬ 
ers and duct tape, the Epoxies are unashamed of their 
‘80s influences and, as a result, the bands musical 
approach and energetic live shows are a breath of 
fresh air compared to the cliche posing of the current 
crop of fashion oriented rock bands. And, although 
the band’s overall sound may be reminiscent of syn¬ 
thesizer based New Wave bands such as Devo or 
even Missing Persons, the songs themselves emerge 
as sounding wholly original. "Need More Time," a 
song from the band’s first single, for example, may 
at first bring to mind Kim Wilde’s "Kid’s In 
America" crossed with an Adam & the Ants-style 
background chorus, but the group’s harder edge 
combined with the impassioned vocals of singer 
Roxy Epoxy make a moot point of any comparisons. 
The Epoxies remind you vaguely of bands you may 
have heard before, while at the same time sounding 
like no one in particular. "W’e steal from a great many 
bands, laughs keyboard player FM Static, "There’s a 
great diversity in our plagiarism." 

"We said, ‘Let’s start a New Wave 
band,’" explains FM, "Which meant, ‘let’s not do 
Punk rock, as a rule. Let’s do something different.’" 
This desire to do something different led FM and 
guitarist Viz Spectrum to the notion of fonning a 
"robot garage rock" band where the members would 
dress in cardboard robot costumes. This idea never 
reached fruition but the pair’s musical ideas did 
manage to attract other members, which resulted in 
the forming of the Epoxies. "Viz and I sort of had the 
idea that we wanted to have a female singer," says 
FM, "Speaking personally, I was really interested in 
that sound. Like, male/female vocals together, it’s 
something that resonates with people." 

"I’d been friends with FM for a very long 
time," says singer Roxy, "So, I said ‘Hey, I’d like to 
try singing for your band. We can give it a try and if 
it works, it works and if it doesn’t, it doesn’t. I’d like 
to try something new.’" Roxy was already working 
as a professional photographer —her work has 
appeared on album covers for bands like the 
Exploding Hearts, the Automatics and the 


Blackouts— and she proved to be a charismatic front 
woman once the hurdle of stage fright had been 
breached by singing in karaoke bars. "That’s where 
they started pulling me out to the public," explains 
Roxy. " I guess it’s a slightly known fact that I tried 
to play in a band with FM ten years ago in 
Massachusetts. He knew I like to sing. I was just too 
petrified to get up in front of people. So that was 
kind of the remedy." 

With drummer Dr. Grip and original bass 
player Kid Polymer (who has been recently replaced 
by new bass player Shock Diode), the Epoxies 
recorded a seven inch single and a full-length CD for 
Dirtnap Records in 2000, both of which sold vigor¬ 
ously as the band’s aesthetic left its impact at live 
shows. The Epoxies often take the stage amid strobe 
lights and fog, attired in their trademark duct taped 
outfits, occasionally wearing futuristic visors and 
opting for unusual choices in equipment, such as the 
Ace Frehley signature series W’ashbum guitar that 
Viz Spectrum plays. "A lot of what we do is sit 
around going ‘What is the most uncool thing we 
could possibly do?’" explains FM, who sometimes 
plays an SHlOl strap-on keyboard on stage. "And 
you can’t get much more uncool than strap-on key¬ 
boards. W^e’re a pretty silly band and that’s definite¬ 
ly deliberate." 

But while the band’s live presentation 
certainly attracts quite a bit of attention, it appears to 
be the infectious quality of their songs that has won 
them a solid fan base. Songs like "Molded Plastic", 
which features a playful inten\^eaving of guitar and 
synthesizer sounds in-between a catchy, difficult-to- 
resist joining-in-, chorus. "Part of our philosophy for 
this band," says Viz, "Is that we spend a lot of time 
working on our sound. Tiy^ing to get the guitars and 
keyboards not to compete with each other. Trying to 
get the bass sound to fill out. Those little details 
make all the difference." 

"W’e need to work hard to make sure they 
don’t step on each other’s toes," adds FM, "And 
(not) make it all gaudy and avant garde. I think it’s 
good to be grounded in harmony and melody and 
chord structure. We’re trying to write Pop songs, to a 
certain extent." 

The consistent quality of the eleven 
songs on the Epoxies self-titled debut CD aptly 
demonstrates how amazingly synchronized the five 
band members are when if comes to song writing. 
"There are songs that we can say the five of us wrote 
it," says Roxy, "Most are me, FM and Viz. We all 
have our favorite topics. FM’s favorite is robots." 



The vague Sci-Fi backdrop of their songs 
is a recurring theme that compliments the band’s 
New Wave aesthetic without compromising the emo¬ 
tional core of songs like "Bathroom Stall" or 
"Science Of You." In songs like "We’re So Small" 
and "Losing Control," there seems to be a hint of 
desperation and a dissatisfaction with the world that 
many of their followers seem to relate to. Even the 
band’s choice of covering Alice Cooper’s "Clones 
(We’re All)" as the B-side of their latest single is 
consistent with this theme. 

"I think if you listen to the lyrics side by 
side," says Viz, "There seems to be a real unity there. 
We all seem to be on the same wavelength. When the 
band was forming, we looked at the same liter¬ 
ature, listened to the same records, shared all 
the same ideas about things. The ‘50s vision 
of the future was very popular with us." 
"There’s a lot of speculation about the 
future," explains FM, "An idealistic future... 
that never came to pass. There’s a lot of bit¬ 
terness about the future. That we don’t have 
jet-packs. We’re in the future now and it 
sucks! Where is the egalitarianism? Where’s 
the enlightemnent? The future is going to the 
ATM!" ■■■ 



SHOW INFO 

12/14 The Plant (San Jose] 

12/16 Bottom Of The Hill 

w/Fahulons Disasters & 
The Lovemakers 
By: Boh Cantu 
TheEpoxies.com 
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12/14 The Pound 

w/From Autumn To Ashes, 
Unearth, A Static Lullahy, 
Clearing Autumn Skies 

By: Wesley Pipes 
TheHopeConspiraGy.com 


The Hope Conspiracy’s latest release 
from Equal Vision Records is called Endnote. The 
record is a calculated departure from the much 
more mechanical, frigid style from their last 
record Cold Blue. Endnote is a more jagged, loos¬ 
er extension of their prior output than most of their 
peers. Hardcore 2002 is much different than your 
older brother’s (or sister’s) hardcore. Gone are the 
finger-pointing anthems made famous by bands 
such as Youth of Today, Gorilla Biscuits, Bold, 
and (if you really want to take it old school) the 
Crumbsuckers; this is the new shit, boys and girls, 
and the old rules are out the window. 

With Endnote, it’s more open to song 
structures outside of the very strict boundaries that 
hardcore music tends to limit itself to. 

It’s not the verse/chorus/verse/break- 
down/chorus/end formula that is so common in 
punk rock, hardcore and the like; this record 
“swings” and “sways” with sonic waves as 
opposed to just “rocking,” with twists and turns 
that gives the Hope Conspiracy an edge that most 
bands in the genre can’t claim. With hardcore 

music moving into the 21^^ century, it is para¬ 
mount to not use past glory as a crutch for not pro¬ 
gressing; the message can be the same, the music 
cannot. 

I spoke with Joe, the bassist for the 
Hope Conspiracy, and asked him about the leaps 
and bounds the Hope Conspiracy has made since 
Cold Blue. “Some of the band members that are in 
the band now weren’t in the band when Cold Blue 


was made. Plus, we actually had time to make this 
record sound good. We took 3 weeks in the studio, 
as opposed to our first record, which we recorded 
over weekends [laughing]. You know, we would 
record at night one weekend, record vocals anoth¬ 
er weekend. But with this record, we took our time 
and all with three weeks, it’s going to make a huge 
difference; having that time to really concentrate 
on certain things, for example, there is a differe’nt 
mix for each song. Some people like that quality, 
some people didn’t. Another reason that Endnote 
sounds different is that the main songwriter on 
Code Blue is not in the band anymore and that’s 
obviously going to make a difference in any band 
and with this record we went for a much more 
rawer sound that we couldn’t do on our last 
record.” Joe goes on to add, “This record is much 
darker; from the songs down to the artwork on the 
CD booklet; that’s the type of record we wanted to 
do with Endpoint.” 

Talking with Joe reaffirms my faith in 
Hardcore in the year 2002, knowing that the band 
is not content with rehashing the same old party 
and is making an effort to push the boundaries of 
a scene that, for some, is nothing but an ear-ring¬ 
ing trip down the memory lane. There is hope after 
all... DDO 




Multi-instrumentalist Mikel Garmeiidia 
isn’t trying to do anything in particular, but his vari¬ 
ous parts in Winfred E.Eye is definitely something 
you’d never expect to see in the pages of Destroy 
All, where yet-another-band-from-Califomia or 
“indie-rock” this-and-that will usually outnumber 
what this band is trying to do. Sometimes it’s better 
to just become enslaved in the music, instead of just 
scratching a bit of the surface and running with 
whatever “sound” that’s force fed to us from what¬ 
ever and wherever that Clear Channel or Viacom 
markets to us, via their ownership of media, venues 
and so forth. Fuck, we’re all byproducts of this sick 
culture, but at least your musical tastes can actually 
be kept away from the tools of corporate culture. 
Mikel said, “I’m taking time off my job to do this 
record. We recorded our previous record at my place 
Downtown; we just kinda converted it into a record¬ 
ing studio. The new album is going to be released in 
March, then the re-release of the first album on the 
later on in 2003.” 

Winfred E.Eye is the kinda stuff you get 
into after you’ve burnt out on the night, the after- 
hours stuff you put on when it’s too late, but god¬ 
damn early for anything else. “The singer (Aaron 
Calvert) used to be in a band together with the artist, 
Andy Ward, then we did a three-song EP w/Glasses 
(German label MONOTON),” explained Mikel. The 
most recent, an 8-song CD/LP “A Bottle, A Dog, 
Some Milk, A Bottle” (Lucky Horse Industries), was 
released this past summer. You can get those records 
at true independent record stores like Mod Lang or 
Open Mind, filed under “W”, under “Rock”. And if 
you’re not into listening to downtempo electronic 


beats and would rather throw on something more 
like Tom Waits’ “Mule Variations”, or Lou Reed’s 
“Transformer”...not that they sound like the men¬ 
tioned artists, but fit better within those contexts. If 
I had them on a mix tape. I’d put a song like “Where 
You Belong” (from the “Glasses” CDEP, which is 
the first thing I bought from them) in between Nick 
Lowe and Black Heart Procession, just to set the 
mood. Hell, I’d probably throw in a little Gorky’s 
Zygotic Mynci and even some Blue States to add 
some chill beats to it. Let’s just say when you’re 
fucking bored shitless of listening to yet-another 
Modest Mouse or Built To Spill rehash, or cash cow, 
you can trade them in and delve deeper into all those 
records you never knew existed. Having done time 
in past bands like Evergreen and Cars Get Crushed, 
this band of finely-tuned musicians will open up 
another dimension for your listening pleasure. Go 
see them play, and check out a great bill at BOTH or 
Starry Plough. West Beast, East Beast—you have a 
choice for which side of the Bay! 

I also asked if there were any guest play¬ 
ers on the new record, and Mikel explained, 
“Actually, we’ve had one. On the album, there was 
an upright bass, played by Chanvan Narayan, but 
essentially at the Bottom Of The Hill gig it’ll be a 
four-piece and we’re going to try to keep it that way. 
We’re just about done with the next record—^the 
main thing are the shows ending the year, and then 
lots of touring next Spring.” DDD 
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12/18 Bottom 01 The Hill 
12/19 Starry Plough 

‘Both shows w/Jesse Sykes a 
The Long Winters 


By: 39 (Thirty Nine) 
Photo: Brian Krepshaw 
WinfredFEye.com 















Hailing from San Francisco, Stratford 4 
is changing the retro look of the local scene. While 
most bands that are getting press right now look 
toward the 1970s garage scene for inspiration, a la 
The Strokes and the White Stripes, Stratford Four 
are more accustomed to the British acts of the mid 
1980s. “People say that we’re very reminiscent of 
My Bloody Valentine, Velvet Underground, Ride, 
UK and American Indie bands. It’s fairly accurate, 
because we all listen to those bands, but we don’t 
consider ourselves shoegazer because it is sort of a 
cop-out to describe our diverse influences. We just 
like loud guitars,” says bassist Sheetal Singh. This 
is a band that rides the undercurrents of present-day 
music and takes their myriad of influences as a 
starting point, for sounds of a new world being 
bom. 

The name Stratford 4 has an interesting 
story behind it. None of the band members are 
actually from Stratford, though there are that many 
members; they’re named after a French anarchist, 
Luc Stratford, whose three followers complete 
numero quatre. The band started out in SF around 
‘99 when the Guitarist and singer Chris Streng’s 
previous band mates left to form Black Rebel 
Motorcycle Club, another band whose debut 
albums is widely praised as one of the best of all- 
time. Meanwhile, Jake Hosek and Andrea 
Caturegli (lead guitarist and dmms/percussionist) 
met Sheetal, soon found a vocalist to complete their 
musical ambitions. Through their mutual fnends in 
BRMC, Stratford 4 were bom. 

Self-released EPs, “Revolt Against 
Tired Noises” (originally released in full-on custom 
cardboard packaging) and “This Could Be 
Heaven”, gained them notoriety by New York indie 
label, Jetset Records, which culled tracks from both 
releases and issued Revolt Against Tired Noises, in 
Febmary 2002. The first album was a combination 
of their first EP and newer material they recorded. 
“The first Jetset release was essentially two demos 
put together,” says Singh. Currently, the band are 
wrapping up the production of their next album 
scheduled to be released this coming Spring. “This 
is really an exciting time for us,” continues Singh. 
“We’ve just finished the overdubs and tracking for 
the new album. I’m literally mnning on about four 
hours of sleep. It’s sounding really good,” said 
Singh, when I spoke with her via phone. 

Regarding the differences between the 
two albums, “This [upcoming release] is more 
musically cohesive. The song writing is more cohe¬ 
sive. We’ve learned a lot in the past few years from 
recording the last one and these songs are better 


the strsrtfbrd 4 


written, stronger and more confident. It’s more of a 
rock record.” After the album is released, the band 
has plans for a national tour, and hopefully cover 
the UK and Europe, since they didn’t get the chance 
to play any gigs there yet. Also, due to their local 
nature, they plan to play lots of shows up and down 
California, including their native San Francisco and 
strong fanbases in Los Angeles and San Diego. 
Traditionally, bands like S4 have always been nur¬ 
tured well in those cities, but recent national tours 
and a great word-of-mouth worldwide has garnered 
fantastic response from all walks of music. The 
range of reference points vary from fan to fan, but 
for the most part they have been positive. 

Fresh off recording sessions, they’ve got 
a show scheduled at Bottom of the Hill on 
December 19th, where they’ll be playing brand new 
songs for the first time, as well as favorites from 
Revolt Against Tired Noises. Plus, it’s also Chris’ 
birthday, so the place will be filled with good holi¬ 
day spirits, blistering guitars, rock melodies, as well 
as gentle sonic signatures and the great balanced 
force of Stratford 4. As far as the live show goes, 
the Stratford 4 are veterans of such prestigious fes¬ 
tivals as the CMJ festival in New York, as part of 
the Jetset Records showcase, among others, and 
have shared many stages with their friends BRMC, 
as well as tours with Mazarin (great indie band you 
should check out). The French Kicks, Archer 
Prewitt and Despericidos. S4’s repertoire range 
from dreamy effects-ridden guitar melodies, to 
melancholy lyrics and minor key tracks that rock. 
The band’s music isn’t just a nostalgia trip, but a 
great culmination of experimental sounds, ever- 
changing dynamics and subtle-melodies that goes 
beyond dated sounds to create a musical risk that’s 
well worth your listen. Simply put, they are a great 
band that you should check out this December. You 
can download some tracks. on their website 
(Stratford4.com, or JetSetRecords.com) and also 
get some info on other great bands that are connect¬ 
ed to S4. 

The band is excited to get back on the 
road again. “Touring is great. Everyone enjoys it 
because the audiences elsewhere are much more 
enthusiastic, even in places relatively close, like 
Los Angeles.” This is generally true with most 
bands because locals get spoiled with the good 


bands from their area playing a lot of shows and 
thus, while the fan base is definitely bigger locally, 
people who don’t get to see them as much are more 
excited about the gig. “We always get a good 
response, regardless of the size of the crowd. We 
want to torn- more.” Stratford 4 will, probably be 
playing about 300 shows in Y2K3, if it were up to 
them, and the chances of it with their work ethic is 
highly likely. 1 like a band like that, who live and 
breathe music that they create... 

For the long term, the band will contin¬ 
ue to do what they are doing now—writing, record¬ 
ing and touring, though have aspirations of making 
music a bigger part of their lives. As all members 
have day jobs and use the band as an outlet for cre¬ 
ativity, “We’d be realty happy if we didn’t have to 
work.” The band also has international aspirations, 
hoping for a release in the United Kingdom, where 
the degree of music lovers go beyond the call of any 
duty of anyplace else. “We want to be able to put 
music out there regardless of whether or not people 
like it. Just to give it a chance and to get more atten¬ 
tion would be nice. Jetset was nice and we’ve been 
lucky, but this [upcoming] album is really good and 
we’re thinking that it will really work out for us.” 

Material and success goals aside, the 
band would also really like to inspire others to keep 
creating more music. “We want to make a record 
that will influence others to write. I know that 
there’s a sense of excitement whenever we hear 
something that really hits us and makes us want to 
make music, so it would be great if we inspired oth¬ 
ers.” ■■■ 


SHOW INFO 

12/19 Bottom Of The Hill 

w/Loquat, The Turn-Ons 


By: Larry Kao a 39 
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A few weeks ago I went to see a 
band play; I have known them since they 
were young kids, like seriously, one of 
them was 14 when 1 met them, and saw 
them play for the first time. Witnessing 
their physical growth and listening to their 
music change got me thinking about the 
evolution of music, the growth of bands, 
and how it seems that bands, much like 
human and animal kind, follow the same 
theory: survival of the fittest. Bands that 
can adapt and change with the popular cul¬ 
ture while staying true to their roots seem 
to make it through in the long run. Punk 
Rock, being a relatively young form of 
popular music, has seen many a band bite 
the dust while struggling with the ever¬ 
present dilemma of survival vs. integrity. 
Paying the rent is hard sometimes with the 
ever-looming stigma of “selling out,” espe¬ 
cially in the world of punk rock. Seems as 
if the genre is stumbling along for the most 
part, blind to a formula where success and 
acceptance within the “scene” are simpati- 
co. However, this struggle might just be 
where the excitement is born, the energy, 
that spark that undoubtedly marks a band 
as punk for life. Bands like Bad Religion 
have survived, integrity intact, even in the 
face of a major label contract, a rotating 
line up, drug addiction, and physical 
injury. All of which might have broken up 
lesser bands. The Clash however, crum¬ 
bled in the midst of a major label war, 
again, drug addiction, struggling within the 
changing popular climate, and the stigma 
of “selling out.” I’m not saying Bad 
Religion are better than The Clash, or vice 
versa, Tm just trying to point out that 
bands face many obstacles, and can either 
flounder or flourish. The Bouncing Souls 
have been a band for close to fifteen years 
now, and have been through their fair share 
of growing pains. If history shows us any¬ 
thing, it’s how a group of individuals deal 
with the tough times that truly shows us the 
depth of their integrity, and their commit¬ 
ment to survival. 

Growing pains, heartache, love, 
and loss, themes to live by that we all can 
relate to. These are the threads woven 
through so many of the songs written by 
The Bouncing Souls over the years. Their 
subject matter has grown and changed as 
they have. Bryan reflects on the past and 
what it took to get them where they are 
today. “It took guts all those years to 
accept that there was no future or security 
on the horizon for us...like all working 
warehouse jobs to pay for the band as well 
as food and rent, and when we could no 


longer hold jobs because we went on tour 
half the year, we were homeless for years.” 
See kids, sometimes a leap of faith, and a 
lot of sacrifice will pay off. Much like 
doing homework; sucks now, but oh boy 
does it pan out later. From being homeless 
to homes, but never being home because of 
touring, from crushes on Quickcheck Girls, 
to love songs sung to wives, from bike 
gangs on the L.E.S. to motorcycle rides 
that stretch from sea to shining sea and 
back again. I’m not sure how much Miller 
(low) High-Life the guys are slugging 
these days, my guess and hope is maybe 
they have graduated on to moonshine, 
absinthe, or Guiness all the time. Myself, 
I’ve had six beers tonight! I’m wasted! 

One major change within the band 
has been the addition of Michael 
McDermott on drums. A drummer can 
make or break a band, they are the back¬ 
bone, the spine, the beat, yo, serious shit. 
With the departure of their last drummer, 
the remaining members, “Had to reassess 
our lives and make the commitment all 
over again. At that point the three of us 
‘renewed our vows’ to the band, and it was 
like all the wind we had in starting the 
band in the first place. It’s been full-steam 
ahead since then. That had to happen, it’s 
turned out to be the best thing, the ‘new 
band’ is so powerful, I felt like I did when 
I was seventeen and starting the first time.” 
McDermott has held his own for sure (at 
least once a day I hear!), and Bryan says, 
“We rock harder, straighter, and tighter, it 
feels so good (zip!), we’re a much better 
band now! It came through a process of 
teaching McDermott each old song and 
thus learning how to play them correctly 
again ourselves. What hasn’t changed is 
that it’s the same outlet to express our¬ 
selves, introspect, blow off steam, have a 
laugh, whatever comes our way.” 

The Bouncing Souls are currently 
in their songwriting/practicing mode, for 
their next record. Taking a blue collar 
approach to songwriting and practicing 12- 
5 pm Monday through Friday, between two 
spaces, one in Brooklyn in the basement of 
some building, and one in the basement of 
their home operation at K8’s house in 
Asbury Park. Pete says, “We’ve been^ 
locked in the basement for months writ- ^ 
ing songs, and I’m ready to go out into 
the world and have fun and go on tour, 
and bring the songs with me!” Let there 
be light, hallelujah! The guys are put¬ 
ting their hearts and (pun intended) souls 
into their new album. Inspiration can 
come from anywhere, and in many 
forms, the guys say “Love, mistakes, 
heartache, pain, dreaming, and booze,” 


are constant sources of inspiration; hey 
that would make a great album title. On 
their upcoming West Coast assault with 
Anti-Flag you will get a chance to hear the 
new songs, the flowers of their pain, the 
roots of happiness, the hangover of cre¬ 
ation, and the fuel that fans the fire of love, 
or something like that...um, yeah, new 
songs, new songs, new songs! 

I was told to call The Pete at 5 pm 
EST time today to get a little more insight 
to the new album, the other guys answered 
questions via email, but Pete thought that 
was “gay.” When I agreed to write this 
piece on the Souls, I thought this was going 
to be a one pager; I could bluff my way 
through one page with no interview easy! 
Since this is now a cover piece n’ all, oh 
gaud, the pressure, I had to expand the bar¬ 
rel of bullshit! I call Pete... if you have 
read any of my past interviews/conversa¬ 
tions with Pete, they have a tendency to 
drag on and on while, I feel, Pete and I 
enjoy our banter. I was born with a special 
super power to ramble and had planned, 
this time, on sparing you, the reader, the 
drunken jesting that is a Trashy-Pete con¬ 
versation. This time, however, the tide has 
turned and Pete has no interest in answer¬ 
ing my dumb questions and all he wants to 
talk about is fucking everybody (not in the 
dirty way!), cookies, and Hawaii. What?? 
No twenty-minute long conversation about 
Drinking Pants?? Nah, just a paragraph out 
of left field about calling Pete, ha! Drunk 
again! 

From what I can gather, it seems 
as if this next Souls record is going to be 
“darker and heavier” than their previous 
releases. All four guys pretty much said 
the same thing, yeah “darker and heavier,” 
and Bryan feels that, “Pain still produces 
the best songs,” and he, “has been through 
hell this year, and it’s all there in the lyrics 
that I brought to this record.” “Simple 
Man” is a song Pete really likes right now, 
“so pleasing to play, a solid mid tempo 
rocker, signature Souls rock.” Pete seems 
to be a backer of the “Souls rocker 
anthems,” and I will agree with the man on 
this one, few things in life bring me more 
joy than when these guys get their groove 


SHOW INFO 

12/9 Colonial Theater 

12/10,11 Great American Music Hall 
*all shows w/Anti-Flag, 
Wanted Dead & The Code 

By: Kristy Steck 
BouncingSouls.com 
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in gear and rock the fuck out. We, the 
fans, can look forward to another song, 
“New Day,” bringing this experience 
home. Pete is backing the Soul’s rocker 
anthems, “and it’s dark and heavy, the 
theme of the record is a little darker and 
heavier.” As far as coming back to the 
West Coast, to play these songs for us, 
“so fucking psyched to come out there!!!” 
I asked about a couple other songs (I per¬ 
sonally have missed some of the funny 
songs of past Souls recording) and 
inquired if any of the new songs were 
silly and Pete says, “ no, it’s kinda dark 
and it’s kinda heavy.” 

Another key aspect of a bands 
survival could be what they chose to do 
with their collective influence and or 
resources. The Bouncing Souls have cho¬ 
sen to continue their work with their label 
Chunksaah, K8 of “K8 is Gr8” fame runs 
the day to day and the month to month 
dealings at the label, she’s the shizzy 
bomb yo!! Bryan gave me the low down 
on what Chunksaah is up to: “ We’ve got 
cool shit out on Chunksaah. Wanted Dead 
from San Diego, the realest punk I’ve 
seen in 15 years. The Arsons from NYC, 
featuring the legend Ernie Parada (Token 
Entry, Black Train Jack, Grey Area) 
everything he writes is good. ‘The 
Philadelphia Sound’, a four-way split of 
Philly’s best hardcore, shit. East Coast’s 
best hardcore, if you like hardcore, get 
that one you’ll thank me later. Worthless 
United, representing NJ punk rock, 
Asbury Park baby! We’ve got every col¬ 
lectable Bouncing Souls song, vinyl, 
shirts, etc., at Chunksaah Records, and 
the biggest and most exciting news is the 
double DVD coming out in February. 
Two discs worth of rock.” The DVD is 
two discs of the entire Bouncing Souls 
story, the history, from the people who 
lived it. Chunksaah in the house (K8’s 
house, yo) y’all!!!! Do you remember??? 

I love this band; I love the peo¬ 
ple, the music, the way they chose to live 
their lives, and the way they walk, the 
way they talk. I’m super biased and you 
should be too. Their new record will be 
called “Anchors Away,” arrrrgghhh, they 
are men, they sail the seas, they are men, 
they drink beer, they are men! Look for it 
at a neato punk store near you, out around 
May 20th, I think. Bouncing Souls will be 
playing a ton of shows on the West Coast 
with their friends Anti-Flag, be there 
or...my goodness I’m drunk. ■■■ 
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PICK SHOWS FOR DECEMBER 02 


December is like any other month in San 
Francisco: cold, foggy, windy, and perfect. 
Yes, San Francisco is the perfect city for punk 
rockers. Wearing a spiky leather jacket in LA 
looks retarded cuz the weather’s just too nice. 
But on the East Coast it's too cold. Punk rock¬ 
ers look just as dumb in NYC cuz it's just too 
cold in December and we all know they wish 
they had Gore-Tex parkas on. We'll debate 
this subject more on December 10th when the 
Bouncing Souls play with Anti-Flag at the 
Great American Music Hall. The 'Souls will 
be bangin' in their Adidas sweat outfits, while 
Anti-Flag will be in their leather jackets with 
their euro-scarves.. .my plan is a nice vegetar¬ 
ian meal at around 6 with my euro-scarv^ed 
friends. I'll bring an extra jar of protein pow¬ 
der for Justin, cuz that kid needs to bulk up a 
bit. Then I'll drop the A-F crew off at a nice 
foreign film before show time (hopefully there 
will be a nice East German proletariat film). 
Then I'll round up the Souls for a little pre¬ 
show slap game 2002. We'll all do shots of 
Tequila and slap each other in the face until 
someone quits. The best part about the slap 
game is that everybody wins. What I like 
most about the Souls is that those guys are 
always up for anything. You wanna golf? 
Greg says, "Sure". You wanna go ride Harleys 
around the country for a month? "I'm there", 
says Brian. You guys feel like goin' to Vegas 
and staying up for 3 days? Pete and 
McDermott are on the next plane. Basically 
you can always count on the Souls... 

So after a few drinks we'll go back to the 
show. Wanted Dead are opening, but I've seen 
them a bunch on the Warped Tour already, so 
I'll be at the bar. Then a band called The Code 
are playing. Never heard of them, so I'll be at 
the bar. Shit, time to pick up Anti-Flag from 
the socialist beach party movie. By the time 
we get back to the show the Souls set will be 
half over. So I go to the bar and have a quick 
drink before catching the last few Souls songs. 
Anti-Flag are on next, but before they start 
Justin gives a little speech to the crowd. It's 


going to go on for a little while so I go back- 
stage and have a drink with the Souls. The 
drink leads to some drugs and then we all start 
talking at the same time. So I figure I should 
go watch Anti-Flag. I go to the front of the 
Stage and Justin is still speaking, something 
about how globalization and police are bad but 
unity and smashing things are good, but evi¬ 
dently they have indeed played a bunch of 
songs. I sadly just happened to miss them. I 
get a drink at the bar and the band starts play¬ 
ing again. 1 can't make out what song they're 
playing, but the bass player is using every note 
on his bass while doing backflips (I guess he 
uses all notes in all of their songs). So all in 
all. I'm betting that this show will be the best 
show of the month. 

Friday, December 6th is a special day. It's a 
Guttermouth day. Apparently Guttennouth 
are playing a place called Boardwalk in a city 
called Orangevale. I plan on going cuz I never 
miss Guttermouth when they come to town. 
Then again, Orangevale is not my town. I've 
never been to or heard of a town called 
Orangevale. Fuck Orangevale, why not 
Bananaburg or Tangerinetown or Citrus City? 
It's a stupid name for a city and I've just decid¬ 
ed I'm not going. My good buddy Jamie Nunn 
was in Guttermouth since the beginning, but 
he recently took a leave of absinthe. I love 
Guttermouth but I sure miss Jamie. Once 
someone threw a bag of pills on stage at one of 
their shows and Jamie asked me if I knew 
what kind they were. 1 said no, so he ate 
them...all...that's what Guttermouth is all 
about. Okay, I miss Jamie, I'm gonna fly to 
LA and visit him instead of going to dumb stu¬ 
pid Orangeburg. 

Saturday December 7th, the Crosstops are 
playing at the Parkside with the Load 
Levelers, Luck of the Draw, and the Angry 
Amputees. I will be attending this show cuz I 
know the bartender at the Parkside and the 
Crosstops are real funny. If you like smoking 
cigarettes this show will be a perfect opportu¬ 
nity for you to smoke them as everybody at 
the Parkside smokes at least 2 cigarettes at a 
time. Whenever I get home from that place 
my clothes smell like my grandfather. 

Okay, the show I'm really excited about is the 
Epoxies and Fabulous Disaster at the Bottom 
of the Hill on December 16th. New wave and 
lesbians make for a great mix, but so does 
vodka and grapefruit juice. I think this 
Monday's gonna be a Greyhound night. Last 
time the Epoxies were in town we all ended up 
at someone's house and partied until 5 in the 


morning. I don't remember that much except 
that there was lots of black and white striped 
shirts, we were reduced to drinking warm 
Coronas, and someone's roommate got very 
angry' cuz there was a missing chainsaw. The 
Epoxies rule. Not only do they play the best 
new wave/punk music since Oingo Boingo, 
but they like to go to stranger's houses and 
drink warm beer. They're also from Portland, 
which is real cool, cuz no one good comes 
from Portland ('cept for The Obituaries). The 
other cool thing about the Epoxies is that the 
people who go to see them tend to dress up 
fiinny and do the pogo. Lots of people wear 
sunglasses even though it's dark, and girls 
have been known to make odd jungle bird 
sounds between songs. Don't forget before 
The Epoxies is the best SF lesbian punk band 
ever. Fabulous Disaster. I can't really call 
them the best SF lesbian band ever cuz there 
was a band called the Country Cunts and their 
motto was, "We put the cunt in country". 
That's pretty cool. I never actually heard 
them, but with a motto like that, ya gotta love 
em. 

Last and least, on New Year's Eve at the San 
Jose Shark Tank... the best and biggest rock n 
roll circus act of all time...Guns and Roses. 
Hey now, who doesn't love Guns and Roses? 
NOFX played with them last summer in 
England and it was amazing. It was the sad¬ 
dest, yet coolest, yet lamest thing I've seen in 
a long long time. Axl won't let anyone 100 
feet from the stage cuz he doesn't want anyone 
to know he reads his lyrics from a 
teleprompter. Dude, you only have 2 records, 
what the fuck! Rumor has it that the bandana 
he wears helps to secure his herpes...! mean 
hairpiece. Then there's this guy Bucket Head. 
He plays this crazy guitar lead then everyone 
leaves the stage and he starts doin' the "robot" 
and the "moonwalk" under a strobe light. 
Then he breaks out the Nunchucks. Then he 
starts with the paddle ball. 1 don’t know, it was 
just weird. The rest of the band are other guys 
from other bands from the 80's. The thing is, 
they still ROCKED! "Welcome to the 
Jungle", "My Michelle", "Mr. Brownstone", 
etc. Classics. This show is a must see. Do it 
now cuz who knows what they're gonna be 
like in another 10 years. DU. 
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PICK SHOWS FOR DECEMBER 02 


Another issue of Destroy All, another look 
at some of the kick ass shows coming up this month. 
Since this is written right before Thanksgiving, there 
have been some rad shows added since now. 
Unfortunately, I don't know what they are, lacking 
even Ms. Cleo's rudimentary fortune-telling skills. So 
stay tuned to community/college radio and get an 
updated copy of The List for more late December gigs. 
No more delay, let's get to some of the cool shows 
coming up! 

Saturday December 1st 

First up is Ding Dang and Everything Must Go at the 
Capitol Garage in Sacto. This odd bill puts the twisted 
country twang from these ex-Schlong/Op Ivy folks 
together with Oakland's punkest band since possibly 
Filth, Everything Must Go. Should be a drunken 
blowout, if previous shows by both bands are any indi¬ 
cation. Speaking of odd bills, there's tonight's Sum 
41/Exodus show at the Bottom of the Hill. It is sold 
out, but I just wanted to tip my hat to the insane asylum 
for getting their out-patients booking jobs. Seriously 
though, it probably makes sense on some level but I 
just have visions of 12 year old pop punksters getting 
mutilated by Exodus' loyal legions in the pit. 

Wednesday December 4th 

The Blasters, which I believe includes both Dave and 
Phil Alvin again, blow through the Great American 
Music Hall tonight in San Francisco. If you've never 
seen the band, now's a great time to catch their rocka¬ 
billy and roll brilliance in the gorgeous venue that's the 
Great American. If you've seen the band, you've prob¬ 
ably already got tickets. 

Thursday December 5th 

Guttermouth headline at the Brickworks in Chico over 
fellow Epi-Fat band Pulley tonight. I think Chico's 
party school reputation and proximity, to the ski slopes 
mean that this ought to be a blow-out of stupid/funny 
melodic punk with tons of bro-dads moshing and snow 
betties showing their boobs. And snow betties moshing 
and bro-dads showing their boobs. Should be an alco¬ 
holic barrel of fun, with some strains of PCP abuse and 
mental retardation as underlying themes. 

Friday December 6th 

Frisco's newest hipster central (or was that last month? 
I'm SO behind!) the Parkside will be hosting Rip Offs 
lo-fi punk snarlsters The Zodiac Killers destroying 
along with F-Hole. No reason to miss this one... 

Saturday December 7th 

Pearl Harbor Day. Stay home and watch WW2 movies. 
Oh wait, I do that anyway. Okay, stop one is Rooster's 
Roadhouse on the Island Nation of Alameda. 
Headlining is local weird rock/punkers October Allied. 
Gravelly, fucked up, and not afraid to out-Tom Waits 
Tom Waits. Opening is the long-running local rock 
band Galaxxxy Chamber, this month's winner of the 
"They're still around?" award. If Capital "R" Rock is 
your poison, the High On Fire/Drunk Horse show at 
Slim's ought to satiate you, between the Snapcase-style 
heaviness of High On Fire and the spot-on "AC/DC as 
a young band" act of Drunk Horse. Two very satisfying 
bands, indeed. Elsewhere in Frisco Daric Angel and 
Old Grandad pummel the faithful metal militia into 


dust at the Pound, while the Crosstops and the Angry 
Amputees do the down and dirty punk thing at the 
Parkside. In the East Bay the often great Lab Rats 
headline at Gilman. They've got the energy of Youth of 
Today without the (now) stereotypical mosh parts- now 
if Connor would only sing into the mic for their whole 
set! Also on the bill is the now rad Enemies, who've 
developed over the years into a tight local dark punk 
unit who kick much butt. 

Sunday December 8th 

The show of the night is NOT Calvin Johnson at the 
Bottom of the Hill, nor is it Cher and Cindi Lauper at 
the Arco Arena. Nope, it's Incredibly Strange Wrestling 
at the DNA with crazed cover band Manic Hispanic, 
making their 2nd local appearance this year (and pos¬ 
sibly their 2nd ever?). Local heroes Swinging Udders 
make a long-awaited return to a local venue as the last 
band- what have they been up to? Even by ISW stan¬ 
dards it ought to be an exceptionally inebriated event, 
if you have a fake id or are over 21, this is the don't 
miss show of the weekend. 

Wednesday December 11th 
Sacto's Capitol Garage host the NW Punk Rock inva¬ 
sion of The Supersuckers and the always-stellar Briefs. 
Where's the Bay Area show? Hopefully it'll be set by 
the time you read this. 

Friday December 13th 

Spend Friday the 13th with one of the luckiest metal 
bands to bounce back from pure bad luck, Def Leppard 
at the Arco Arena. If that's too rich for ya, how about 
the last night of the Beast Fest 2002? That's a 3-4 day 
local band extravaganza that's happening across the 
east bay at a ton of clubs, venues, and art galleries. This 
final night includes an Enemies show at Gilman, more 
info in the East Bay Express for sure. In the South Bay, 
this very magazine is sponsoring the Voodoo Glow 
Skulls and the Groovie Ghoulies at the Gallery in San 
Jose (headliner Wesley Willis had to cancel his tour due 
to personal reasons). Both bands put on extremely 
hyper, extremely talented shows in their respective 
genres of ska/punk and pop/punk. Check out 2 of the 
1990's most stalwart practitioners of both genres. 
Heck, both of them began and ended the decade play¬ 
ing the same general music. Over a decade for an 
underground band is something like 150 in human 
years, right? 500 in dog years? The 2 play the Bottom 
of the Hill in San Francisco on Sunday. 

Saturday December 14th 

Wasn't there a bad horror spoof named "Saturday the 
14th"? Well, there's 2 kick ass shows in the bay area to 
help you forget such trivia. One's at Gilman where the 
rad male/female This Is My Fist holds down the mid¬ 
dle of a kick ass d.i.y punk bill of Tragedy and 
Bom/Dead. If you're not feeling spiky enough, you can 
groove with pill-popping hipster kids and catch up with 
the newly revitalized Cuts, and wallow in slutty lo-tech 
beat box tunes with Gravy Train. Both bands are play¬ 
ing at the tiny Hemlock Tavern in Frisco. 

Monday December 16th 

After Saturday's show at Plant 51 in San Jose, Portland 
synth-punks the Epoxies blow away the Bottom of the 
Hill with Fabulous Disaster. Should be a kick ass show. 



no doubt about it. The Epoxies would've been too punk 
to play with new wave bands in the real 1980's, but the 
punks would've appreciated them and had a couple of 
their records in their collection. Now, they're the stan¬ 
dard bearers for the newest version of usually god¬ 
awful 80's revisionism. As one of millions who were 
actually active music fans in the 1980's, I fully endorse 
the Epoxies. They aren't aping the lame bands that rode 
off of new wave into super stardom (think Power 
Station, Wham, etc.), they're fun, edgy, and everything 
that the genre could've been. If Duran Duran is new 
wave's Creed, then The Epoxies is new wave's 
Melvins. A.k.a. "street" with chops that don't stop. 

Friday December 20th 

El Vez blows into the Bottom of the Hill for a bit of 
pre-Xmas cheer, while naked punks The Fleshies and 
flashy punks The Pattern pulverize Plant 51 in San 
Jose. The real show that night is the triumphant return 
of local stars One Man Army, who blaze into Slim's in 
San Francisco for their first local show since releasing 
their cool new BYO record. Also playing are Oakland's 
answer to the Replacements, the sappy yet stupendous 
Influents, and the tough-yet-melodic Reducers (where 
have they been?). Definitely the show of the weekend 
hands down. 

Saturday December 21st 

Hirax is playing Gilman again. Let me re-type that. 
Hirax (80's thrash metal stars) is playing Gilman (long¬ 
time indie outpost of punk, metal, ska, etc.) again. 
Again. Who knew? I thought Gilman would be dust 
after the first time, but apparently those tired yet tough 
rafters are ready for another pounding. Also on the bill 
are the crust/metal crowd-pleasers Capitalist 
Casualties, as well as the best-named band of the 
month, Nunslaughter. Nun Slaughter. Kinda rolls off 
the tongue, huh? Especially so close to the birthday of 
your lord Jesus Fucking Christ... 

That's it for shows this month, the later part 
of the month is sparse as of this writing. I'm sure some 
can't miss shows will pop up, I just don't know where 
or when yet. As for New Year's Eve, a.k.a. Amateur 
Night, my advice is to either have a kick-ass party at 
your place or just have low expectations. You'll proba¬ 
bly do alright either way. There's no reason to wander 
the streets of your town with thousands of equally 
drunk dressed-up "party hardy" folks. It never ends sat¬ 
isfactorily, and sometimes it ends with you in custody. 

See y'all next month, and remember, 
there's even more shows that will kick ass, keep your 
ear to the ground and keep on rockin! 

-Jesse Luscious 
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TRANSPIANTS 

S/T - HELLCAT 


MANDA& THE MARBLES 

MORE SEDUCTION - GO KART 


SHAT 

S/T. - BUDDYHEAD 


TRANSPLANTS 

S/T - HELLCAT 


By far, one of the most talked about releases this year at the offices. Is it hip- 
hop? What does it sound like? How good are the songs? All these questions can only be 
answered by you buying this record, no doubt. I haven't quite made sense of it, but the 
first single's got The Specials-meets-Gorillaz-goes-Roni Size-melds-Wu Tang for the 
overall vibe, but you can still hear The Clash, Pogues...plus Blink-182 drummer Travis 
Barker displays a great dimension to his sound and this band, period and SR's voice is raw 
and honest, plus he plays foil to Lint, which our columnist Lars usually does in Rancid. I 
consider Tim Armstrong a genius, so anything I don't "get" straight from 'the off,' it'll all 
make sense later. That was the same for many with "Life Won't Wait", which our 
Northern California picker Jesse Luscious famously dubbed it "Paul's Boutique for the 
90s", drawing parallels between initial reactions by both Rancid and Beastie Boys' fans 
w’ho dinged to a purists' perspective and failed to see how fucking innovative the music 
w'as and how much balls they threw down to make this. I spun records at a party recent¬ 
ly and used track three "DJ DJ" and cut up vocals to OPIV's ^ 

"Unity" and even spliced up its solo-proving that the past, | 

present and future can and will work if you do what you i 

want, and like what you like. The fucking track fit perfectly, 
and when the place was going off it all made sense. Lazy 
people will simply call it "Hip Hop", but this trio also com- 
bines drum-and-bass, dancehall and hardcore roots that either 
forces you to listen closer or leaves you behind. Either way, 
they've done what they wanted, which is more than I can say 
for anyone who call themselves "punk rock." This is fucking 
essential listening and a must-hear, like it or not. 


I am a sucker for bands with girl singers. It doesn't matter if it's pop, hardcore, indie rock, or pret- i 
ty much any style you can name, if the singer is a girl with a good voice then chances are I will ‘ 
enjoy it. It always makes me happy to see someone who isn't a young white male playing in a band. 
We live in such a diverse world, yet that diversity is so poorly represented in the punk/independ- I 
ent music community. Before this leads off to some diatribe most of you have hopefully heard ^ 
before, I will get back to reviewing the record at hand. Manda & The Marbles follow in the foot- ; 
steps of Nikki & The Corvettes and Holly & The. Italians, not only with the similar name formats, ; 
but by offering up quality tunes of power pop that easily have you nodding along and bopping in 
your chair. These days, with the influx of emo/pop to MTV it seems more and more bands are play- ; 
ing boring rehashed pop punk, and poorly at that. Fortunately Manda doesn't go down the path of, 
what's popular at the moment and instead opts for a sound that could easily have helped land a spot i 
on the soundtrack for early John Hughes films. If you are looking 
for happy-go-lucky music with a rocking edge that you can play 
at your next slumber party while you pillowfight in your pajamas, 
then this could very well be the next record for you. Most albums 
have an obvious standout track that you can recommend, but 
every song on here is solid and my favorite. Fast Cars, could eas¬ 
ily be interchanged with several others. So what if More 
Seduction doesn't really break any new ground musically, there 
are no false pretenses that it's trying to. This band knows how to 
play beats that stick in your head and give you a solid album that 
holds your attention throughout the entire 12 songs. 




Rancid are probably one of my top ten favorite bands of all time. Part of my affinity for them is I 
attributed to the fact that they played the first punk show I ever went to, but mostly because they ! 
write damn catchy records that I have listened to dozens upon dozens of times, ^^en members j 
of your favorite band release albums that are side projects from the group you hold dear to your; 
heart, it's a scary event. Deep down you hope the new group will be great, but more often than 
not you are left with a slab of vinyl that you wish you had never heard in the first place. The title; 
track of the self titled Transplants debut kicks the record off to a somewhat promising start withi 
Romper Stomper, an electronic influenced track that fits between Moby's version of the James 
Bond Theme and Pitchshifter, featuring The Nerve Agents' Eric Ozenne doing backup vocals. The 
following eleven tracks however offer up very few moments of interest. Whether it's the unin¬ 
spired Sympathy For The Devil sounding "Whoo Oooh's" that pop up in both Diamonds And 
Guns and California Babylon, the bizarre street map lyrics within Sad But True that don't mean a 
whole lot if you aren't familiar with the Berkeley/North Oakland area, or the tiresome call and 
response antics between Transplants singer Rob and ATI's Davey 
Havok on Quick Death, you are left scratching your head as to 
whether a record like this is really necessary. It's great when 
musicians can work with their friends and put out records they 
want to do without worrying about what people think and take 
risks combining musical styles that aren't mixed together all too 
often - in this case melding punk, electronica, hardcore, rap and 
others. While the Transplants may have ventured into some new 
territory with this release, in the end it's a record that will proba¬ 
bly sell well due to the numerous guest appearances and the 
members noteriety from other bands rather than the actual quali¬ 
ty of the music contained within. 


MISS 


A 


Short Version: GG Allin stylings with sixth-form Tenacious D isms. Beavis And 
Butthead and/or Dwarves fans would think it's cool. 

Longer Version: I heard this on the car stereo on the way to Smokey's work, through 
Echo Park and El Sereno; Either you love this or hate it,, and as long it invokes passion 
it's good. It'd suck if the response to one's music was "eh". That doesn't mean it's bad, 
because the music is actually offensive to me and that's worth more than any grading sys¬ 
tem can justify. The musicianship is tight, but it's more of a party record at your metal 
head-ffiend's basement, downing a 24 pack of Bud Light with your homies. And the only 
time I drink is when I go to Edinburgh Castle, with a pint of Strongbow. And now they 
don't have that anymore, so that means I'm on the wagon until I find another place that 
has it. The record is just not my style, so there. 

**Rewind* **: My Top Ten of the Y2K2 

1. The Enemies “Seize The Day” (Lookout!) 

2. DJ Shadow "The Private Press"(MCA) 

B.Dillinger Four “Situationist Comedy”(Fat) 

4. Jets To Brazil 'Perfecting Lonliness' (Jade Tree) 

5. Rilo Kiley "The Execution Of All Things" (Saddle Creek) 

6. The Delgados "Hate" (Chemikal Underground) 

T.Arlo 'Stab The Unstoppable Hero' (Sub Pop) 

S.Sleater-Kinney 'One Beat' (Kill Rock Stars) 

9. The Datsuns s/t (V2) 

10. Chocolate 'I Never Meant To Hurt Anyone Except For You' 

(Self-Released) 


















RAISED FIST 

DEDICATION - BURNING HART 


TRANSPIANTS 

S/T - HELLCAT 


DESTROY All MONTHIY 


Some of the most poetic hardcore I've heard in years. It sounds as if Tim has his pas¬ 
sion back, he seems driven, and as if he is pushing himself as opposed to being lost in 
a world of expectations and following the pattern of what has worked before. It's easy 
to maintain the comfort level in an environment you know and have conquered, but to 
expand that area, and bring adventure back into the equation takes guts and vision, both 
of which I am convinced Tim has. Mr. Armstrong has also put together a team of 
experts from the punk rock world to cross boarders with him. Rob Aston, a thug in his 
own right, vocalizes the pain and struggle of being a product of the streets of California. 
Beyond the thug however is an educated, open eyed, artist. Expressing himself and tak¬ 
ing a leap of faith in his own abilities by appearing as an equal on a record with many 
of the individuals whom he must have admired, or helped support on their own path to 
recognition in the punk rock world. Travis Barker is an 
amazing drummer, we all know this, look what he did for 
his other band! His presence rounds out the Transplants 
core with beats to rival any Pro Tools master. With a slue 
of guest appearances all the stops have been pulled out to 
mark The Transplants coming out, with authority. And the 
packaging rules too, go on with your bad thug punk rock 
selves... 


I would not be surprised if the world almanac for 2002 listed Sweden's number one 
export as " rock n' fuckin' roll." Raised Fist are a far cry from fellow Swedish nationals The 
Hives, Sahara Hot Nights, and the Hellacopters. They rock of course but they don't rawk in the 
tie and tight pants wearing, NME reading, 70's through back kind of way. They rock in a bru¬ 
tal, hoodie wearing, blast beat drumming, kick you in your face kind of way. It's hard to find 
albums that are consistently good all the way through, so I was surprised to find that this album 
doesn't have one bad track. 

I would recommend this album to fans of Bane, Breath In, and The Nerve Agents, 
Poison the Well and anyone who ever commented that Thursday would be better if they could 
only get a drummer who could play faster. I heard they put on an intense live show, hopeful¬ 
ly they will make their way out here soon so I can go to their show, get way loaded and sing 
along to Between the Demons. 

But I have to say "Be Very Careful" came in a very 
close second, (maybe I'm just a sucker for lo-fi recording.) But 
comparing the two records was kind of like comparing apples 
and oranges. One is brutish hardcore and the other sounds like 
traditional Mexican music meets Sentridoh (the latest Lou 
Barlow endeavor). I can't help but wonder what would happen 
if the two bands did a tour together. 




HIT A 






TRANSPIANTS 

S/T - HELLCAT 




SHAT 


S/T. - BUDDYHEAD 


This record has been the subject of many arguments the past couple months. 
Rumors have been swirling around this project for months, being two years in the 
making, and the players involved, It's no big surprise that everyone in the punk 
rock world has an opinion about the Transplants. I actually really like this record, 
but I feel it necessary to show both sides of the argument surrounding this record, 
being that everyone who hears this record has such an immediate and passion¬ 
ate reaction. The most frequent argument against this album is that for the gen¬ 
era of Rap, this isn't a quality product, the lyrical content and rhymes are horri¬ 
ble, and the beats are redundant. It also seems that most punkers, hardcore 
punks, hate rap and are disgusted with Rancid's involvement in such a betrayal 
to their true punk roots. Some also feel this record will devalue any punk rock 
projects the main players might release in the future, 
as in, selling a product, taking a concept that is sup¬ 
posed to mean something, urban poetry, and turning it 
into a little side project in which to sell to the kids. 

Bottom line, if the names Tim Armstrong and Travis 
Barker weren't attached to this record, it wouldn't see 
the light of day, hardcore believers in the merit of 
music feel betrayed. Again, this is one side of what 
everyone seems to be talking about, bravo to the 
Transplants for opening up the lines of debate. 



Ok so if Mike Patton was lobotomized, then started a band with Bevis and Butt- 
Head, it would sound like Shat. They strive to appeal to the lowest common denominator of 
humanity and fall even below that. I shudder to think of the type of people who would pay 
money for this C.D. These kids make Anal Cunt look like fucking Nobel Prize winners. And 
if that wasn't bad enough you can check out an interview with Shat on the Buddyhead Records 
web site, which shows that they are sexist and homophobic. For example " Buddyhead-Why 
do you think the Government started that (the AIDS epidemic) ploy? Shat- Some women's 
rights activist probably started it, it's just a rumor." Then goes on to tell us how he feels about 
gays " Buddyhead- Doesn't that mean you're homophobic? Shat-1 ain't scared of homos, I'll 
kick their asses." Bands like this are an embarrassment to the punk community. Next time 
someone asks me why we need festivals like Ladyfest, Scutterfset, and Homo-a-go-go, I'll 
point them in the direction of Shat. Next time you wonder why boys always outnumber girls 
at shows, think of the ethics that are being promoted when you|“ 
support a band like this. 

I know what some of you are thinking, "Why do you I 
have to take everything so seriously, the intent of this C.D is to| 
be funny." Well it isn't funny it's hateful music that promotes neg¬ 
ative stereotypes, and violence against women, and that joke isn't 
funny anymore. 
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Hit Of The Month; Transplants (Hellcats 

I'm feelin' it. Every so often a band comes along and breaths new life into 
the music scene that at times seems somewhat recycled. Meet the Transplants. With 
Rob Aston, Tim Armstrong, and Travis Barker, you can't go wrong with this line-up. 
Not to mention that the record features more guest appearances than the Jay Leno 
Show, it's packed with talent to say the very least. 

As far as the music goes, here's where it gets tricky. I can't put a "label" 
on this band as far as their sound, but I'll try to describe what "I" think it sounds like. 
First let's start off with the foundation, that would be the Southern California punk 
sound throughout a good portion of the record. Second, if you listen to the vocals 
on House Of Pains' 2nd CD, "Same As It Ever Was", mix that with the wit of 
Eminem you've got Rob nailed down. If your not familiar with either one of those 
bands, it's best summed up as hard and aggressive, yet intelligent on the gangster 
side. Throw in some beats and scratching here and there and you got the 
Transplants. 

What keeps this record going? Well the sound is constantly switched up, 
which keeps you interested and wanting more, even when it's over. Tim Armstrong 
shows us once again that when he gets involved with a project, it's gonna fuckin' 
rock. I'm calling this the hit of the year! A 

Mm Of Th e Month; Midnight Creeps TRodent Popsicle> 

I'm over it. As you recall in the Transplant review, I couldn't quite put 
my finger on their unique sound, yet tried to describe it to the best of "my" knowl¬ 
edge. The only thing I was putting my finger on after I listened to this CD was the 
eject button. 

Midnight Creeps have a garage/rock-n-rolly type sound, which I'm usu¬ 
ally down with. The band is musically tight, however I find the weakest link of this 
chain is mostly on the vocals. It's too all over the place for my liking. What I mean 
is the singing is ok, but then it gets carried away with screaming/whining. Another 
downfall to the CD is the lack of musical "hooks" if you will. The songs all sound 
too similar which creates 11 tracks of boredom. 

Is this the worst CD I've ever been given? No, it's not. Have I heard 
recordings that sounded worse that this? Hell yeah, I own plenty of shitty sounding 
45's! However, the music is fucking killer. I just couldn't get into the Midnight 
Creeps so that's why it was my miss of the month. D 

Bad Wizard- These guys are a solid rock-n-roll outfit that takes us back to a gener¬ 
ation before most of our readers were bom, I would not be one of those readers. I'm 
listening to the CD again, this time with headphones, (the absolute best way to lis¬ 
ten to any music) and I'm into even more on the second time around, or maybe my 
hangover is slowly fading. Take Black Sabbath, AC/DC, and mix in a little 
Motorhead, well minus Lemmy of course, and you'll be in the same ballpark. 
Galloping chops, wailing leads.. .Bad Wizard. B 

Maffda ^ Th^ Marbles- There is a band out there that a handful of you might have 
heard of called...uh, I believe it's The Donnas, this band sounds somewhat similar. 
The biggest difference is that The Donnas will bitchslap any Joanie Come Latelys 
that try to come up. The reason The Donnas are so brilliant is because you have 4 
sexpots on stage spewing vulgar lyrics about drinking, partying, and having sex in 
the backseat of a car. ..how rad is that. Manda & The Marbles just can't hang with 
The Donnas. C 

Raised Fist- This is some gnarly music. I'm talkin' hard, fast, and in your face type 
shit. When I listen to this CD only one thing comes to mind, John "Smokey Black 
Bean" Guerra riding his Mongoose Freestyle through the gang riddled street of East 
La. He's definitely the "metal man" at the D.A. office. This CD has a definite 
metal/hardcore feel to it, some of the early Uniform Choice stuff comes to mind. 
However, these guys are more versatile, a ton of backing vocals, crunchy/metal-ish 
guitars, hardcore vocals, and a Raised Fist. B 

The $tityh^s-1 went over to my library of vinyl to look for some of my old Stitches 
records. Now, I might not have as much vinyl as Jackson Lo, but I'm sure I've got 
more than Joe Blow. Six 45"s and an LP, so I’m familiar with the band. The last 
time I saw them was in 2000 when they played with Cock Sparrer. While standing 
in line some kid got stabbed in the face, it was great. The show you asshole, not the 



stabbing, that sucked. Just like their earlier stuff it's full of catchy songs and ener¬ 
gy that makes The Stitches sound. C+ 


Stereotyperider- These guys kinda remind me of the early Fugazi stuff. Possibly 
the first EP or even Margin Walker with more energy and not so depressed. Yeah, I 
think so, except these guys have a little more rock to their sound and a little less 
indie that Fugazi. Musically tight thru and thru but still I hear the weird indie vocals 
creeping in from time to time. Not my pints of lager but still a solid production. C 

SHAT - "We don't have the track listing but you can pretty much figure it out. 
Whatever he says over and over on every song is the songs title." That's because 
there are 65 tracks! I'll bet money this is gonna be at least one reviewers miss of the 
month.. .don't be fooled this shit is hilarious! The album has mostly a metal sound 
to all the songs, just imagine if the Jerky Boys made music. Pick this SHAT up. B- 

Ngrthstar- More indie rock sounding shit. Answer me this, why do so many fine 
chicks dig this music yet all the guys look like queers? I used to have these three 
roommates some years ago and they would always play "the indie rock". Modest 
Mouse to Superchunk, Built to Spill to Archers of Loaf, I fucking hate it all. 
Northstar fits right in with these bands. Needless to say my former roommate Brian 
Cummings became a product of his environment living with me after the girls 
moved out. Brian and I would sit upstairs armed with nothing more than a few beers 
and a paintball gun. We would shoot cats from my bedroom window listening to The 
Bruisers, Swingin' Utters, and The Violent Drunks, enjoying the "indie free" house¬ 
hold. C- 

VerY Be Careful- I wish I knew how to fluently speak Spanish. See the thing is 
about this Cd is...you guessed it; it's all in Spanish. Not to worry I figure I'm down 
with La Raza, I've hung out with cholos, I used to drive a firme 64' SS Impala, that's 
why I'm really feeling this music or maybe that's the tequila...chale holmes! Joe 
Strummer was so stoked when VBC opened up for them; he demanded that they 
were put on the bill for the next night! Think Spanish folk music, laid back, and easy 
to groove. Tomorrow when I’m at the Gold Room, I’ll be sure to bum an extra copy 
for Lily to check out. I'm thinking she's gonna be into it. If I'm real lucky maybe 
she'll buy my pinche white ass a cerveza! VBC.. .orale. B+ 
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Friday, December 13th @ The Gallery 
San Jose, CA w/Wesiey Willis, 

Saturday, December 14th @ The Boardwalk 
Sacramento, CA 

Sunday, Decembver 15th @ Bottom Of The Hill 

San Francisco, CA 

Monday, December 16th - TBA 

Tuesday, December 17th @ SLO Brewing Co. 

San Luis Obispo, CA 

Wednesday, December 18th@ Ark-O-ik/ Rerso, NV. 
Thursday, December 19th @ Cedar Center - Lancaster, CA 
Friday, Decemb^ 20th @ Knitting Factory - Los Angeles, CA 
Saturday, December 21st @ Chain Reaction - Anahiem, CA 
Sunday, [December 22 @ Incahoots - Riverside, CA 


















SANTA ClAUS lYNCNED IN WEST TEXAS BY PHIUPPE DUIURT 


It could have only happened in the Texas. The 
land of square jaws, Jon Wayne and retard executions. Sit 
back while I spin a yam about four Texans, who had not 
the possibility of striking oil on their mudfarm, who 
would not obtain a cushy job in the Oval Office due to 
their fathers' finagling. This is tale of moronic delusions 
of competence bred from desperation. 

December 23, 1927. Cisco, a town of 8,000, 
served as the cosmopolis for the Ranger oil fields of West 
Texas. In regard to our story, all that matters is the town 
had a bank. And banks have money, something bank rob¬ 
bers are particularly fond of. And at least three of our four 
heroes considered themselves bank robbers, although 
none of them had ever successfully completed a bank job. 
Completion of a bank robbery usually entails evading 
capture. This is something Henry Helms, Robert Hill and 
Marshall Ratliff had never managed. All three had spent 
time in Huntsville serving robbery convictions. This time 
things would be different. It is not as if they had concoct¬ 
ed a fool-proof plan. They had virtually no plan whatso¬ 
ever. No, they simply assumed success. Rocket scientist 
they were not. 

If I have any compassion, it is reserved for 
Louis Davis, Helms' brother-in-law. He replaced another 
seasoned loser who had come down with the flu the day 
before the heist. Davis was a law-abiding family man who 
had fallen on hard times. He needed the money. He would 
prove less capable than his peckerwood cohorts. 

The four set out in a stolen Buick from 
Witchita Falls on the evening of the 22nd. Ratliff had the 
foresight to obtain a disguise, as his mother was a well- 
known hash-slinging cafe operator. Ratliff could only par¬ 
ticipate in the robbery in cognito, though a fake beard and 
a simple turban was too passe. 

Foolio opted to disguise himself as Santa 
Clause.At noon on Friday the 23, the crew walked in to 
the First National Bank, armed with revolvers and auto¬ 
matics, two apiece, led by old St. Nick. Assuming this to 
be little more than a prank, cashier Alex Spears chuckled 
when Ratliff/Santa demanded the money. The automatic 
in Santa's hand convinced Spears. 

Then, things went wrong. Six-year-old 
Frances Blasengame, upon seeing Santa entering the 
bank, decided to have a few words with him. Her moth¬ 
er followed her, only to discover the robbery in 
progress. She promptly grabbed her daughter, and 
ran out of the bank's back door. Her destination; 
the police station located directly behind the 
bank. (Of the two banks in Cisco, the crew 
picked the one within shouting distance of the 
Law.) Within three minutes. Chief Bit Bedford 
and his underlings had the bank surrounded. But 
they were not the only ones gunning for the rob¬ 
bers. 

The one thing Texans love more then their guns 
is legal authorization shot people. In 1927, there 
was an average of 3-4 heists a day. In order to dis¬ 
suade would-be Dillengers, bank officials offered 
5 grand to anyone who killed a bank robber, the 
"dead robber" reward. Government officials gave the 
reward official sanction. 

With this prize in mind, the denizens of 
Cisco grabbed any available firearm. The local hard¬ 
ware store even went so far as too hand out shotguns 
to anyone who could reach one hand over the counter. 

As the robbers were in the process of missing huge 
sums of money (they overlooked the vault where most 
of the banks reserves were stocked), the Ciscoans took 


aim. Within minutes, there was a barrage of gunfire. 
Customers and robbers alike were shot at by over-zealous 
reward seekers. 

Customers, now hostages, were used as 
human shields in a desperate course of escape through the 
alley. Cashier Spears, the first of the hostages pushed 
through the door, was immediately shot in the jaw by fel¬ 
low citizens. Another hostage went down with a leg 
wound. 12-year-old Laveme Comer was grazed by a bul¬ 
let. Somehow, Hills and Helms got to their getaway 
Buick, using two little girls and an elderly women as pro¬ 
tection. Davis was not so lucky. The amateur among ama¬ 
teurs exited the bank solo, and was met with a friendly 
shotgun blast to the chest. Ratliff, using disposable 
hostages as kevlar, grabbed his comrade, dragging him to 
the Buick. Although wounded in the exchange, he man¬ 
aged to get away with the loot. 

At some point during the shoot'em-up. Chief 
Bedford was plugged five times, by pistol fire, as well as 
buckshot. As none of the bandits carried shotguns, he was 
obviously shot by one provided by the hardware store. 
The following day, he died. 

Though the townsfolk were well-armed, their 
high-speed chase skills left something to be desired. The 
robbers escaped with the loot and three hostages, a 
woman and the two girls. They soon realized they were 
low on gas. All had forgotten to fill the tank. An 
Oldsmobile was promptly jacked. Everyone into the Olds. 
Gearshift locked. Back to the Buick. 

They were on the outskirts of town when they 
finally ran out of gas. After freeing the hostages, they real¬ 
ized two things: 1) They had left the dying Davis in the 
Oldsmobile; and 2) they had left the loot with Davis. 
Within an hour, a posse had formed to hunt down the fugi¬ 
tives. A POSSE? By 1927 the foundations of quantum 
physics had been set forth, yet they were still relying on 
posses in Texas. A FUCKING POSSE, for God's sake... 


All too often audacity is mistaken for abject 
stupidity. The three fugitives, on foot, managed 
to avoid capture the next three days by aim¬ 
lessly circling Cisco, never traveling more the a few 
dozen miles from the town.. Of course, they might have 
been apprehended sooner, but they were being pursued by 
a POSSE, who are not known for their mastery of detec¬ 
tion. I still can't get over the whole posse thing. 

Two Texas Rangers, Tom Hickman and 
Manuel T. Gonzaullas, the Starsky and Hutch of West 
Texas, took over the manhunt, disbanding the posse. 
Roadblocks were set up and a fifty car dragnet was called 
out. Such a large dragnet was, at the time, unprecedented. 
Nowadays, the LAPD sends out twice as many cars when 
beating unarmed black motorists. ("Calling all cars. 
Calling all cars. We're beating up on Stinky," But I kid 
Stinky...) 

Hill, Helms, and the wounded Ratliff, stole a 
Ford on Sunday, the 25th. They decided to high-tail it to 
Mexico, in true bandito style. The Rangers had correctly 
guessed their path of escape and set up an ambush on the 
Los Brazos river crossing. Again the "dead robber" 
reward would foil any real police work. As the three rob¬ 
bers cautiously drove toward the bridge, unaware of the 
waiting Rangers, two shotgun-carrying amateur junior G- 
men, seeking the 5 grand reward, emerged from behind a 
gas station, spraying buckshot. Before the Rangers could 
spring their trap. Helms made a hasty U-tum. He then 
crashed the car in an embankment. 

As the ran like Kenyans, Ratliff was struck 
down by a Ranger's colt. Hill and Helms reached cover in 
nearby woods, while their pursuers stopped to admire 
their handy-work. As they debated the merits of hanging 
Ratliff, the other two escaped. Ratliff was arrested, his 
lynching was rescheduled. 

Without any means of escape. Hill and Helms 
opted for sanctuary Avoiding Johnny Law, the two ended 
up in Graham, south of Cisco, on the 27th . Helms 
believed they would find refuge at a boardinghouse of an 
associate. Within an hour the two were in custody, after 
police received a tip from an 8-year-old, who had con¬ 
fused the two desperadoes when asked for directions, 
leading them to an abandoned bam. The boy did what 
every other Texan pursuing the robbers had failed: he 
used his gulliver. 

So ended the Santa Clause Bank Robbery, for 
the most part. 

Louis Davis was found unconscious from his 
wounds, along with the loot, in the Oldsmobile the 
robbers had attempted to jack. He never regained 
consciousness, dying after twelve hours in police 
custody. 

Robert Hill was sentenced to 99 years for 
armed robbery. He escaped prison three times, 
only to be recaptured after each attempt. In the 
40s, he was paroled. 

Henry Helms was convicted of Chief 
Bedford's murder and sentenced to death. After a 
failed insanity act, he was electrocuted on 
September 6th 1929. 

Marshall Ratliff also took a stab at the insan¬ 
ity defense in order to avoid his own death sentence 
for the same murder. While awaiting a hearing to deter¬ 
mine his sanity in a jail in Eastland, a neighboring shit- 
burg of Cisco, Ratliff made a desperate attempt at 
escape. He killed one jailer in the process. Texans had 
enough, exhibiting their well-known impatience with the 
law. On November 19th, 1929, a mob stormed the 
Eastland jail. After being stripped and beaten, he was 
hanged, Texas style. His last words: "FORGIVE ME." 

And that's how Texas saved Christmas. 
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A MONTMir COlUMN BY: BEN UWEn 


PARAPHRASE 



Something wasn’t right. 

I knew I should be miles to dreaming by now, 
but something must have been overlooked. I 
could barely stand, barely sleep. It was 3:45 in 
the morning and even New York City was still. 
The old wood floor moaned and creaked under a 
pair of pacing bare feet; I knew something was¬ 
n't right. My head lay horizontal on the cold sur¬ 
face of a cluttered drawing table in the study. 
Across the room a calendar page hanging on the 
wall danced with an open window. After a 
minute or so a whisper floated off the page and 
drifting toward me asked, "Do you have the 
time?" 

"No, I don't wear a watch. Time moves too 
fast... and I gave up trying to keep track of it 
long ago. Now I struggle to remember what day 
it is. Can you tell me what day it is?" 

"March 11, 2002," the whisper replied. 

I counted backwards. It was six months to the 
day. I made a phone call. 

There are no cabs in Brooklyn at 4 a.m. They 
have car services. Car services that pick you up 
in the dead middle of the night to take you wher¬ 
ever you gotta go. I put on my shoes, an extra 
shirt and coat and met the black Lincoln 
Towncar at the bottom of Hooper St. 

"Yes sir?" 

"Take me in as close as you can. I can't sleep 
tonight." 

"Me neither. That's why I'm driving the car... not 
much of a day shifter, you know." 

"Yeah...I do." 


I had nothing with me but a small blue spiral 
notebook and a good pen. 

"Are you a reporter or something?" 

"Just an observer." 

We rode across the bridge and into Manhattan. 
The city seemed so intent on remaining with¬ 
drawn, so deliberately stoic. I wrote in the dark. 
The lights overhead whipped by, revealing little 
snapshots of the pages in my lap as they formed. 

I kept looking out at the city. The mighty giant 
sleeping with its eyes open, staring up at God in 
an argument that hasn't let up for six months. 

"You want me to just drop you off?" 

"I don't really know yet. I'll just pay you to idle 
and wait for me a while, if that's cool?" 

"Uhhh.No." 

"No?" 

"There's no way I can just sit there looking at 
that smoldering tomb. Meter running or not, I 
just can't do it." 

The driver told me when everything was really 
heavy during the first few weeks; he worked 
cabs in the city. The streets were closed off for 
blocks, but the taxis were let through as they 
chartered in relief workers and city officials. 

"I had to drive in there almost every other day. I 
never got used to it; the smell, the cloud of 
papers and debris and smoke that hung in the air, 
dust and ash and smut all over everything. I 
transferred out to Brooklyn cause I didn't want 
to ever go down there again." 

He was a young guy for a cabbie, in his late 
twenties at most, good-looking, soft spoken and 
polite. 

We crept down through Manhattan between con¬ 
crete siblings and exhausted city streets. The 
first thing I noticed was the melted, deformed 
side of a neighboring building near the plaza. I 
was amazed it was still standing. Despite every 
burning bulb in downtown New York City, the 
blinding white lights emitting from the disaster 
sight washed out the glow of its surroundings 
completely. It was difficult to see anything spe¬ 
cific due to the construction walls erected 
around the area, but I managed to peer through a 
small opening and catch sight of the massive 
pile of rubble and devastation that remained 
underneath bulldozer tracks and piles of metal 
salvage. 


There were cops stationed at the end of every 
street leading in to the site, so I had to be quick 
about things. I waited until one had his back 
turned, squeezed through the opening in the bar¬ 
ricade, and darted across the grounds over to a 
chain linked fence covered in pictures and poster 
paper. Memorials like these flanked the site on 
all sides. 

I spent the rest of the morning looking at pic¬ 
tures pinned to the fences; posters for missing 
husbands; ajar full of burned pages with a little 
girl's picture on it, a nicely worn in NY Yankees 
baseball cap. I tore out a sheet of paper from the 
notebook, wrote something on it, and set it 
underneath a burning candle at the foot of where 
the World 

Trade Center once stood. 

New experiences offer new perspective. I need¬ 
ed that trip down there more than I knew. I had 
stayed so preoccupied in a banter of disillusion¬ 
ment with the ongoing commercial exploitation 
of patriotism during the immediate aftermath of 
September 11; the emotionally manipulative tel¬ 
evision ads and billboards that still exist as 
deliberate propaganda to remind us all of our 
civil duties to be good consumers and buy shit to 
fuel the war machine. I got so wrapped up in 
disgust at people serving their own need for 
complacency within the confines of someone 
else's measurement of morality. For months I've 
felt surrounded by a blighted sense of patriot¬ 
ism, withdrawing into my own ordained decree 
of defiance for this bullshit war. But what I wit¬ 
nessed that night whiplashed my priorities and 
turned the focus back to what actually happened 
six months ago, right where I was standing. No 
matter what facelift it's gotten since, the awful 
truth of that day stood in clear display. 

The car was waiting up the street few blocks, 
and I walked in a daze towards it. When we got 
to Brooklyn I paid the driver and thanked him. 
The sun was coming up, and before going inside 
I stood at the end of Hooper Street and watched 
the city wake up. There was a small Jewish boy 
delivering papers, a girl pushing a carriage of 
two babies into the park, two kids playing horse 
on the basketball court across the street from a 
fat fellow setting up a hot dog stand, and people 
rushing in and out of the subway, going about 
their routines. Things return to their constant, 
they seek a way to rediscover the rhythms, to 
hold down the swelling of the heart. The heart 
of New York bums like the candles at the foot of 
its missing mountains, and somewhere admits 
the mbble, my prayer for peace lays with it. 
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MEUrDOWHE IS NOT CRAZY. 

CRAZY sfEK IS aun 


A MONTHIY COLUMN BY: MEL GRAGIRENA 


Last month my column got a little heavy. This month I want to keep 
things light. The other night I ran into some of my friends from college. I saw 
Skinhead Dan, “The Ninja” Mark, Jurra, and Drew. My college years still remain 
the low point of my life but there were definitely a few moments and a few peo¬ 
ple that made it worthwhile. We got to talking about old times. Every time we 
do this, war stories are exchanged and then finally someone always says, “What 
about the 424 Riot with Crazy Steve?” At which point everyone else responds, 
“Oh shit!” 

For a year I lived at 424 Landfair Ave. That was ground zero for par¬ 
ties in Westwood. It was appropriately nicknamed “Melrose Shithole”. Its lay¬ 
out and the activities that went on there were exactly the same as the building on 
“Melrose Place” but far more ghetto. There was always at least one keg flowing. 
There was always someone jumping off the second-story roof into the pool. 
There was always a tenant dating another tenant, and that always had disastrous 
results. 

The place was legendary. You never knew what you’d find in the 
pool: camcorders, Christmas hams, live ducks. At one party the pool had a sofa 
in it somehow floating in water and on fire at the same time. A few minutes later 
the sofa was joined in the swimming pool with a Honda scooter. I’ve since met 
three people claiming responsibility. I know for a fact that they’re liars because 
Skinhead Dan and I did it. I could write an entire novel about the place if I could 
remember half of it. But there was one night there that I’ll never forget. It was 
the night of the “424 Riot”. 

I had been at work. I got home at about midnight. There were obvi¬ 
ously a few parties going on and I was looking forward to having a few beers and 
(God willing) talking to a few girls. I walked up to the steps out front where two 
of my best friends Marcos and Lee were hanging out. I grabbed a beer and start¬ 
ed bullshitting with them. Then she walked up... 

I honestly don’t remember her name now. I want to say Cassidy and 
I want to say I want to say Stephanie. She lived in apartment 3 and I always had 
a crush on her from afar. She had long brown hair. She was 5’ 8” or 5’ 9” and 
thick. She reeked sorority girl and had the most perfect set of teeth I’ve ever seen. 
(She later told me that at 22 she still wore her retainer. You see kids, it’s impor¬ 
tant.) I’m sitting on the steps with Marcos and Lee, and this girl I always won¬ 
dered about decided this was the right night to start talking to her “weird, punker” 
neighbor. 

After a few minutes the dream turned into a nightmare. I thought I’d 
died and gone to hell. She was the most obnoxious girl I had ever met. There is 
not a girl on the planet that is pretty enough to make this personality forgivable. 
She told me she “taught” or “coached” cheerleading at Santa Monica High School 
and then went into a lengthy explanation of what this important job entailed. 

I won’t claim that I’m known as a gentleman but at the same time I’m 
not known for being an asshole either. That night I was an asshole. I didn’t have 
it in my heart to say, “I’m sorry. I think you’re very pretty but, being around you 
is horrible and I keep hoping one of us instantly die.” Instead, I just acted like the 
biggest jerk I’ve ever acted like in my life. I won’t incriminate myself and dis¬ 
close the things I said to this poor girl. But even in moments of rage I have never 
tried to be this offensive. I was just hoping, praying that she’d hate me and go 
away. Guess what? She loved it. It was “so raw”, “so edgy”, “so dangerous”. 
I’d insult her and (I swear to this) she’d yell “Whoo-hoo!” and do some compli¬ 
cated combination of arm movements, head shaking, and end it with a high kick 
and handclaps. In a matter of moments I grew to hate this girl. 

Then Marcos had to piss. He gets up and knocks on the door of apart¬ 
ment 1, which is about 8 feet away and there is clearly a party going on inside. A 
frat-boy opens the door. Keep in mind, if you’ve known Marcos for thirty sec¬ 
onds you realize he’s one of the nicest people you’ll ever meet. We used to have 
“Marcos Appreciation Day”, an annual party simply because he’s so nice he 
deserves it. Marcos said, “Hey, we’re hanging out here and I wanted to possibly 


use your restroom.” The bro looked him up and down and replied, “This is a pri¬ 
vate party. Piss out here!” and slammed the door on Marcos’ face. 

I can’t believe it but Marcos did just that. Without taking a single step 
back or towards a bush Marcos pissed right there on the door that was slammed 
on him a few seconds prior. That unexpected act could have capped the evening 
but there was something special in the air that night. 

Right then all hell broke loose. We were on the steps, but eyewit¬ 
nesses have confirmed the following: it turns out while Marcos was watering the 
porch our friend “Crazy Steve” asked a girl her name about thirty feet away. She 
responded, “I have a boyfriend.” To which he responded with “I don’t give a shit, 
Bitch!” She then reported the exchange to her boyfriend on the UCLA soccer 
team and he promptly started kicking the shit out of Crazy Steve. 

It was one on one and relatively tame and the boyfriend proved his 
point and it was over. Normally, that would conclude the story but this is Crazy 
Steve. Steve gets up, dusts off his pants, and yells, “Come on you faggot!” Soccer 
boy knocks him down again, gets in a few kicks, and stops. Steve’s mouth con¬ 
tinues to bleed and spew out insults. As Steve gets up the boyfriend is fired-up 
yet restraining himself. “Why are you talking shit? Haven’t you had enough? 
Just shut the fuck up! Why are you still talking shit?” 

That seems to be the question Steve was waiting for because his 
response seemed pretty well planned out. “You want to know why I’m talking 
shit? You want to know why! You want to know why I’m talkin’shit! Well, I’m 
not gonna tell you because, I didn’t come here to talk to some faggot! I came here 
to kick some...” Before Steve could yell “ass” his mouth was full of fist for a 
third time. A man has to know when he’s licked. Evidently, Crazy Steve doesn’t 
even know when he’s licked for a third consecutive time. 

Now the fight had escalated and there were a good twenty guys throw¬ 
ing blows at each other. It was the UCLA soccer team 97-98 vs. people that did¬ 
n’t want Crazy Steve to end up in the hospital (even if he deserved it). Of course 
then people started fighting over the best way to break up the fight. My sur- 
vivalist instincts kicked it. I started to run downstairs to my truck. I was grabbed 
by Jurra, “Come on Mel! We gotta help Steve!” 1 said, “I’ll be right back.” I 
probably weigh a 100 pounds more than Jurra but he’s probably been in a 100 
more fights than me. He exclaimed, “You’re being a pussy!” and ran off and 
started punching people. 

The details I didn’t have time to explain were about to become obvi¬ 
ous. I ran down to my truck, opened the toolbox, pulled out a pipe (actually it’s 
a rusty half of a tractor shock I got from my dad’s ranch), and made a U-tum back 
to into the fiasco. 

I was beating the tractor shock against my open hand and yelled, “You 
assholes chill out or I’m gonna start cracking heads!” People stopped in mid¬ 
swing. Hillbilly justice is still pretty rare around Westwood. My apartment man¬ 
ager was right there. I figured I was evicted but, instead, he thanked me for “tak¬ 
ing care of things”. 

A moment later there are police sirens and cops storm into the com¬ 
plex. They are making everyone leave. I tell the cops I live at that building, they 
look me up and down, and respond, “Yeah right, get out of here now!” They did¬ 
n’t even make mention of the rusty pipe I was holding in my hand. 

Since I’ve been legally exiled from my own place I head down the 
street to Brian Stannard’s house. Long Beach Jake is holding his newly broken 
nose and asks his lifelong best friend Jason De Leon, “Why didn’t you have my 
back?” Jason responds with, “I was in there dealing with other things!” Jake 
yells back, “Bullshit!” and punches Jason hard in the face. 

We all keep walking to Brian’s place where we were going to keep the 
party going. Jake and Jason are holding their faces. No one got shot. No one got 
stabbed. No one really got hurt but we all had some good stories to tell. Don’t 
be assholes, Melly D. 
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MY MOM CATCHES SIGHT OF THIS AHDIH THAT THICK ACCEHT SAYS, "EARS 
WHAT ARE YOU OOIHG IH THE POO BOXP" 


I've never been a dog person. Don't get me 

wrong; I love all kinds of animals. But if I were 
to be classified I guess I would be a cat person. 
One night in Campbell I was out hanging with 
Gordy and the rest of the boys in our crew the 
Skunx. "Skins, punx and drunx." You could bet 
your last dollar that a night with the fellas would 
consist of drinking, maybe a little weed, ball- 
busting and the ever consistent punk rock blar¬ 
ing on a cheap boom box or all of us huddled 
around "Mama Skunk's" Volkswagon listening 
to her car stereo while pounding beer. I think we 
listened to Agnostic Front's, Live at CBGB's 
record a million times. To this day I love that 
record and it always brings me back with 
visions of that car or as we called it "Tan Hitler." 


her. If I got too drunk she would lean me up 

against the wall and lean against me to keep me 
up. This girl was about 300 pounds and tougher 
than any guy I have ever met to this day. But like 
all tough motherfuckers, she was loyal and a 
pussy cat to all of her friends. She was the only 
girl in our crew. We actually never jumped her 
in. I think she just told us she was joining and I 
don't remember anyone objecting even with the 
size of beer balls we all had. Sometimes Gordy 
and I would both be passed out and she'd be 
leaning on both of us against the wall. She 
would tell us, "I gotta take care of my boys." 
Hence the name Mama Skunk. Well at the end 
of the evening it was apparent to me, and all the 
others, that yours truly had a little too much to 
drink. 




Mama would always look out for me when I was 
drinking with 


I remember giving Mama the keys to my door at 
the beginning of the evening because a lot of 
times she would put me to bed when I was too 
fucked up to do it myself. I would wake up the 
next day and check in with her and we would 
rendezvous so I could get my keys back and 
maybe get the skinny on who I pissed off, 
fought, fucked, or ripped off. Sometimes 
I guess in these blackouts I tried one or more 
of these things on her, but I have no recol¬ 
lection of these actions. That's my story and 
I'm stickin' to it. The last thing anyone 
wants to do is piss off the 300 
pound skinhead girl. 

Well here's what I remember on this 
particular morning: 


\ I'm waking up and I realize that I'm not in 
my bed. It's really bright in the room I'm in, 
so I'm pretty sure I'm not in mine because like 
any room I sleep in, it has to be dark. I'm get¬ 
ting a cold uncomfortable feeling and now I 
take my forearm away from my eyes and I 
gather from the crotch shot I'm giving myself 
that I'm naked also. My mouth is dry and the 
stench of puke and cat shit is plastered on the 
inside of my nose. My sight is coming to me 
now and the two cats we have are staring at me 
with disillusionment. 


I'm in the fucking cat box with puke and piss 
all over me with cat litter stuck up my ass 
and I think I must have inhaled 
some because I felt something 
scratchy in my throat as I swal¬ 
lowed. 


I can't get up quick enough because I feel para¬ 
lyzed. The cats are still there looking and I'm 
getting the impression that they are upset and 
very disappointed with me. Who wouldn't be? 
At this point my mom decides to get out of bed 
and the cats realize this and meow as cats do 
when they are hungry. But I notice as my mom 
hears their cries and answers back, "Alright, 
alright. I'm coming to feed you," the cats aren't 
running to their bowls for the morning ritual of 
feeding time, but they are leading her straight to 
me in the cat box. My mom catches sight of this 
and in that thick accent says, "Lars what are you 
doing in the Poo Box?" 



do I answer this question? I should change that 
"C" in cats to an "R" and hang those mother¬ 
fuckers. My cats ratted me out. You see my 
mom always put the cat box next to the toilet 
and I'm sure you've put together that when I was 
done puking in the porcelain throne I went the 
wrong direction when I finished and passed out 
in the kitty litter. What a bum out. I told Mama 
Skunk later that day when I got my keys back 
and she scolded me in a funny ball-busting way. 
She said, "Let that be a lesson to ya and don't let 
it happen again." Well, it did...twice, and once 
in another person's house. But that's another 
story. 











I’m weeks away from finishing my EMT training. 

Awhile back there was a welcome addition to my curriculum in the form of Vietnam 
Jerry. We were fifteen minutes deep into a leaderless class, and it become apparent that 
our usual instructor, Mary, wouldn’t be there that night. The anxious EMTs-to-be start¬ 
ed hatching plans of cutting out for the evening. Amongst the anxious conspiracy talk, 
Vietnam Jerry walked in. Even though this is a community college class filled with 
adults, there was still that leftover sixth grade feeling that as the substitute teacher, 
Vietnam Jerry was inherently fucked. 

Vietnam Jerry kicked that notion down, though, when he introduced himself by 
growling, "How many of you like gory photographs?" At this point a few people had 
already started packing up their bags. Vietnam Jerry didn't flinch at the non-believers 
and he continued, "Any of you don't like looking at gory photographs then you're in 
the wrong classroom." 

He says this and I immediately think of the live Ted Nugent album where The Motor 
City Madman opens the gig with, "How many of you came here to get mellow? Any 
y'all came here to get mellow, then turn around and get the fiick out!" 

Shamed, the people that were earlier packing their bags, hang their heads and sit 
back down. Vietnam Jerry continues his introduction with, "Now Mary’s a wonderful 
woman. She’s got forty years paramedic and nursing experience on the mean streets of 
San Francisco. You listen to Mary. I've got nothing but respect for Mary, but we agree 
to disagree on one subject. Mary doesn't like it when I bring out The Albums, but I feel 
The Albums are important, and Mary's not here tonight so I brought The Albums with 
me." 

At this point Vietnam Jerry begins pulling out telephone book-thick photo albums 
from his duffel bag. All told there's six of The Albums this night, but Vietnam Jerry 
assures us that there's more where this came from. 

Before I explain The Albums, a little about my main instructor, Mary. Keeping true 
to her namesake, Mary is maternal kindness. She is silk and the laughter of a child. She 
picked up Florence Nightingale's torch, sprinted toward the endzone, and is now some¬ 
where in the stadium parking lot, still running. When 1 shut my eyes and dream of 
heaven, it is my instructor Mary as she cradles my head to her bosom in an attempt to 
soothe my tummy ache. 

Vietnam Jerry, in contrast, is the crazy, irresponsible uncle that introduces his thir¬ 
teen year-old nephews to LSD and then takes them on a joyride to the slaughterhouse 
on the edge of town. While he's getting The Albums organized, Vietnam Jerry contin¬ 
ues, "I didn't choose to be a medic. It chose me. The Hand of Fate chose me to be a 
medic on the second day of my first tour of Vietnam when our company's assigned 
medic stepped on a landmine and the rest of the boys nominated me to be the replace¬ 
ment. You want to learn how to be a medic? Get combat experience. This album here 
is The Vietnam Album. I snuck this past Army security clearance. They'd be pissed off 
if they knew I took and saved these photos." 


Now I'm creeped out and worried that maybe Vietnam Jerry is some kind 
of crazy-ass sadist, like maybe he played a part in landing that guy on the post. 
Thinking this, I ask Vietnam Jerry how he kept his mind together after witnessing all 
this horror show. He scowls, and then he pulls up The Album that depicts all the may¬ 
hem and homicides associated with the Chinatown drug wars of the '70s. He arbitrar¬ 
ily flips the book open to a photo showing a wet lump of red and black. The plastic 
oralpharyngeal is the only thing suggesting that this red and black mass is a head; the 
plastic orolpharyngeal defiantly and desperately holding onto the hope that at the very 
least it's doing it's job of keeping the patient from choking on their tongue. Vietnam 
Jerry points to the photo and says, "This guy got shot in the head regardless of whether 
I was sitting in my living room watching T.V, or whether I was down the street at the 
fire station at the time of the call. At least I'm trying to help. More than most people." 

Vietnam Jerry walks a thin line of unbridled madman and cool stoicism. Without 
a prompt he continues his philosophical musings. "The other thing is. I'm an art critic. 
When you've seen all the carnage that I've seen, you understand real art. Real art is a 
woman with good skin tone sitting on BART while reading a magazine. I can appre¬ 
ciate that. I also like the ocean when the pelicans are flying over it down at the Cliff 
House. That affects me." Much to the dismay of Mary, Vietnam Jerry has returned to 
our classroom on follow-up occasions with more of The Albums. 

The days after classes I'm limping around Polk and Eddy with more caffeine in my 
veins than hemoglobin, but the organic blood products still thwart off the legal stimu¬ 
lants and I'm exhausted. I'm riding out the last days of my other job that goes by the 
alias "The Insane Asylum," where my job title nickname is Captain of The Tenderloin 
All Stars. Vanessa, one of my work clients, is staggering down Eddy St. with Project 
Open Hand groceries in each fist. She's on methadone and her skin wraps around her 
bones like Saran Wrap. If a breeze blows at her back, her pace picks up a bit, but if a 
breeze blows from any other direction she falls down. She has Assault Me written all 
over so I go to help her to make sure she doesn't get mugged. I grab her groceries and 
we walk to her fiicked-up Tenderloin residential hotel. A few blocks away people are 
protesting at Civic Center Plaza over the planned invasion of Iraq. On Turk St., 
Vanessa can't walk, and she lives on the third floor of her hotel that doesn't have an 
elevator. The Tenderloin residential hotels are like time travels to a 19th Century 
Charles Dickens nightmare. These hotels bum down at the rate of one every six 
months. My general opinion is that the U.S. should not invade Iraq, but people are 
screaming in protest about things halfway around the world when people are howling 
in despair on our streets covered with syringes and near-dead bodies. The God-damned 
world starts at the end of the nose, but I digress. 

I get Vanessa's groceries to her room, she hugs me, but she reminds me to not get 
any ideas as she's a lesbian. Then I'm spiraling down the staircase. On one of the land¬ 
ings, an old woman shuffles up to me, scmnches up her face and asks, "You Mormon?" 

"No." 

"Then what's your pretty white ass doing in a place like this?" 

You can only laugh, and when that stops working you cry when no one's looking. 
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I went to the ballot box this past 

November 5, for the first time in a long time. 

V oted on a Couple of state propositions, voted 
against every incumbent, and generally voted 
against anyone who was a Democrat, Republican, 
lawyer or businessman. My one memorable vote 
was for Pat Wright for Lt. Governor. I voted for 
^him because, according to my voter info pamphlet, 
he is "Ferret Legalization Coordinator." So he got 
- a vote because that's fucking hilarious. 

^^*'The next day on TV I see all the news reports about 
a Republican "sweep," while conservative talking 
proclaiming that this vote being a "mandate" 
— ^,Trfor conservative values, or for the war on Iraq, or 
■Jtomping on civil rights or something. Which is 
onsense. About 39% of eligible American voters 
pthered to show up to cast ballots. Of those 39%, 
little more than half voted for Republicans, 
y^hich means that maybe 20% of Americans liked 
he Republican agenda while about 80% didn't. If 

...this is a mandate for anything, it's a mandate for 

not voting. 

2" media likes to scold us about this. They talk 

^bout "low voter turnout" and "voter apathy." 
___ri£2'-MTV tells us to "Rock the Vote," and we all know 
the common saying, "If you don't vote, you don't 
have the right to complain." 

So why aren't we voting? 

Because our only choices for office are a bunch of 

_corrupt motherfuckers, bought and sold before 

.they even announce their candidacy. The media 

wants to act like there's something wrong with us 
-V Tor not wanting to go out and vote some evil bas- 
r... tards into office, like we should force ourselves to 
get excited enough to support one boring conser- 
vative parasite over the other boring conservative 
irasite. There's nothing wrong with the non-vot¬ 
ers! They don't vote because they don't see how 
■^it's going to improve their lives! And for the most 
:::?part, they're right! 


remember when I got my first pangs of doubt 
reality) about the U.S. government. It was 
back in 1992, the presidential race: Bill Clinton & 
—vs. George Bush (v 1.0) and Dan Quayle. 
My family was very pro-Democrat, and we were 




therefore big Clinton fans. After seeing boring and 
ineffectual Democratic candidates for over a 
decade, seeing a man who was engaging, charis¬ 
matic and said all the things we wanted to hear, 
well, that was thrilling. 


We watched the Vice Presidential debates, the stiff 
yet well-informed A1 Gore against the stupid and 
impulsive Dan Quayle. Quayle went up there in a 
moronic roid rage, yelling all sorts of accusations 
at Gore while Gore calmly tried to respond. 
Quayle looked like a cranky child and Gore looked 
like a responsible adult. We watched the post¬ 
debate coverage on the news with gleeful anticipa¬ 
tion of the skewering Quayle was certain to 


The newscaster first began pointing out the lies 
and distortions that Quayle had told during the 
debate, and me and the family looked at each other 
smugly, satisfied at the truth revealed about this 
evil little man. "But A1 Gore misrepresented the 
truth as well..." said the newscaster and began to 
outline his distortions. I almost didn't understand. 
Gore's lies? He couldn't have lied, could he? 

I was upset. "So who's the good guy?" I anxious¬ 
ly asked. And the answer, of course, is nobody. 

It's not that mankind is evil, or that everyone inter¬ 
ested in politics is a self-serving monster. It's that 
in any election, money makes all the difference. 
Most of the time, the candidate who spends the 
most money, wins. Money buys campaign ads, 
speechwriters, mudslingers, spin doctors, etc. etc., 
things that will frequently affect a voter's final 
decision more than respectable principles and 
well-thought-out policies. Doesn't matter if you're 
ugly, or unpopular, or want to enslave the human 
race, a couple million can easily put you on the 
throne. 

But let's take even another step back. Okay, the 
guys in power corrupted by money as a matter of 
course. But what about the system itself? 

The United States is not a democracy. We like to 
say that all the time, but it's not. According to the 
Constitution, it's a republic. In a democracy, all 
people get to vote on all things. In a republic, we 
vote for representatives who will vote on things for 
us. And that’s where most of the trouble comes 
from. 

Why exactly do we need people to represent us in 
the voting process? Why can't we do it ourselves? 
Are we so stupid that we can’t make decisions 
about how our countries and communities should 
be run? Are these folks we elect any smarter than 
we are? Just look at the president for your answer. 

I suppose the reason that we have representatives 
is because the rest of us don't have the time, we're 
too busy with work and goofing off. But given the 
fact that our "representatives" spend a lot of time 


screwing us over, wouldn't you rather give up a lit¬ 
tle of your spare time and stop your tax dollars 
from being given away to rich corporations, to pre¬ 
vent cuts to funding for schools or hospitals? We'd 
all probably have free health care, cheap housing 
and low pollution by now if we made our own gov¬ 
ernmental decisions. 

The politicians, the money, the "republic" system 
are symptoms of a much larger problem: assholes. 
If you think about it, any system of government 
can choke to death on the actions of the greedy, 
power-hungry scum who will manipulate it to their 
own ends. I imagine that if everyone behaved, 
even a dictatorship could be nice, a peaceful land 
led by a kind and generous ruler could actually be 
okay. I'm sure you could likewise imagine happy 
and pleasant democracies, republics, socialist 
states, anarchist federations, etc. And each of 
these can also easily be a nightmare if deceitful 
bastards get in there to exploit the weaknesses of 
each system. Which means that NO system of 
government is ideal, and NO social system should 
be seen as "finished." Because there will always 
be assholes, systems must always be vigilant, and 
must change and flow to block their corrosive 
efforts. 

We've got to do something to keep the assholes in 
check. They want to manipulate the system 
because it gives them money and power. But they 
decide to go ahead and do it because they can get 
away with it. The law won't catch them because 
they helped craft the laws. So what are we to do? 

I'm going to look back to the days of our forefa¬ 
thers and suggest tarring and feathering. 

It was pretty common. When someone from the 
local government was screwing over the public, 
when a rich merchant was price gouging, when 
aristocrats tried to support the repressive British 
government, the local townsfolk formed an angry 
mob. They'd track down the offender, break into 
his house, take him outside and strip him naked. 
Then they'd paint him with warm sticky tar, cover 
the tar with goose feathers, and march him through 
the streets in disgrace. Honestly, public humilia¬ 
tion is a mild punishment for what some of these 
men did, but you can be damn sure that they 
thought twice before doing it again. 

So that's my rant. The current system has fatal 
flaws, and our job to survive and better all our lives 
is to keep the assholes from exploiting us. So 
break out the feathers and heat up the tar, if s time 
to go preach the gospel of justice. 

More at LymgMediaBastards.com 
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USA PATRIOT ACT Will BlOW YOU AWAY 


Having made its debut on October 26, 2001, the 
USA Patriot Act has gathered wild reviews. I wish 
it were a band and not an acronym for Uniting and 
Strengthening America by Providing Appropriate 
Tools Required to Intercept and Obstruct Terrorism. 
I wish it were a band and not a speedily drafted, 
labyrinthine, sweeping piece of radical legislation 
that may undermine the Constitution, while purport¬ 
edly fighting terrorism. Points of controversy 
include the vast expansion of the legal use of elec¬ 
tronic surveillance, the creation of a new crime of 
“domestic terrorism,” and changes in laws regard¬ 
ing immigrants. The very magazine name Destroy 
All may come under the glare of surveillance. 

TV is too damned good to bother with reading 
details, but here they are! The 342 page USA 
Patriot Act made vast changes, including amend¬ 
ments to: 

The Wiretap Statute (Title III): 

The Electronic Communications Privacy Act 

The Computer Fraud and Abuse Act 

The Foreign Intelligence Surveillance Act 

The Family Education Rights and Privacy Act 

The Pen Register and Trap and Trace Statute 

Money Laundering Act 

Immigration and Nationality Act 

Money Laundering Control Act 

Bank Secrecy Act 

Right to Financial Privacy Act 

Fair Credit Reporting Act 

It passed in the House by a 356-to-66 vote and in the 
Senate by 98-to-l. Yet, it continues to meet with 
much opposition from both the right and the left and 
the in-between. A national coalition. Protect 
Political Freedom, made up of over a hundred and 
twenty groups, opposes aspects of the new law, and 
cities across the country passed resolutions that cite 
the USA Patriot Act as a threat to the civil rights of 
the residents in their communities. The most recent 
action came from Maryland. With its unanimous 

City Council vote, Takoma Park became the 11^^ 
municipality to speak out. If moving is on your cal¬ 
endar, here are some of the other cities that passed 
similar resolutions: Denver, CO; Berkeley, CA; 
Madison, WI; Ann Arbor, MI; Boulder, CO; 
Carrboro, NC and Northampton, MA. More than 30 
other localities around the country are considering 
similar initiatives. 


BY ROBIN MARTIN 

“This resolution is part of an emerging national 
backlash against the disdain shown by the Bush 
Administration for the Constitution and the Bill of 
Rights, ” said Laura W. Murphy, Director of the 
ACLU’s Washington Legislative Office. Susan 
Goering, Executive Director of the ACLU of 
Maryland, congratulated Takoma Park Mayor 
Kathy Porter and the City Council for recognizing 
the need to roll back policies and legislation like the 
USA PATRIOT Act that suppress American liberty 
and that are ineffective and unnecessary. “We can 
be safe andfree -free to say what we want, befriend 
whom we wish, worship as we desire and do so 
without our lawful actions landing us in jail or in 
deportation hearings, ” Goering said. 

It seems to me there are a lot of Patriots rolling over 
in their graves these days. I think Senator Russell 
Feingold’s statement, made before he cast the only 
dissenting vote against the USA Patriot Act, echoes 
what I imagine would be our founding father’s sen¬ 
timent. 

Of course, there is no doubt that if we 
lived in a police state, it would be easier 
to catch terrorists. If we lived in a coun¬ 
try that allowed the police to search your 
home at any time, for any reason, if we 
lived in a country that allowed the 
government to open your mail, eaves¬ 
drop on your phone conversations, or 
intercept your e-mail communications; if 
we lived in a country that allowed the 
government to hold people in Jail indefi¬ 
nitely based on what they write or think, 
or based on mere suspicion that they are 
up to no good, then the government 
would no doubt discover and arrest 
more terrorists. But that probably would 
not be a country in which we would want 
to live. And that would not be a country 
for which we would in good conscience, 
ask our young people to fight and die. In 
short, that would not be America. 
Preserving our freedom is one of the 
main reasons we are engaged in this new 
war of terrorism. We will lose that war 
without firing a shot if we sacrifice the- 
liberties of the American people. 

Three aspects of the USA Patriot Act are controver¬ 
sial in their application. First, in broad terms the 


USA Patriot Act allows the government to plunge 
into a vast electronic data surveillance process 
aimed at both aliens and citizens. This surveillance 
is the major thrust of our domestic efforts to combat 
terrorism. Unlike the overt changes we have expe¬ 
rienced with airport security, electronic surveillance 
is done in secret. We know it is going on, but the 
details are unknown except to those assigned to tri¬ 
angulate all this information and ferret out terrorists. 
Second, the new crime of “domestic terrorism” may 
be used to inhibit dissent by casting it in criminal 
terms. Last, the Act’s legalization of mandatory 
detention and deportation of non-citizens based on 
their social and political associations threatens basic 
constitutional rights. 

Electronic Surveillance and You 

With the passage of the USA Patriot Act the use of 
“roving wiretaps” was enormously expanded. This 
translates that a wiretap targeted on a specific per¬ 
son is no longer confined to a particular telephone 
or computer. Now, the wiretap may “rove” wherev¬ 
er the target goes. If the target goes to the library, 
then that library’s computers are subject to surveil¬ 
lance. The wiretap could rove over your computer! 
Courts may issue an order anywhere in the U. S. 
Incoming and outgoing phone numbers have long 
been available during investigations, but the use of 
pen/trap orders was modified with The USA Patriot 
Act and now applies to the Internet. This includes 
e-mail, Internet usage, URLs and Google searches, 
and also, stored voice mail. What this means is that 
there will be a great many more surveillance orders 
all over the country and requests for library records, 
including Internet usage. 

Everyone wants to know, just how often is the gov¬ 
ernment using its greatly expanded powers to gain 
information on our reading habits? Well, it is a 
secret. On October 25, the Freedom to Read 
Foundation (FTRF) joined with the Freedom of 
Information Act (FOIA) lawsuit seeking to learn 
how many subpoenas have been issued to libraries, 
bookstores and newspapers under the USA Patriot 
Act. The Justice Department has not replied to 
requests for this information. 

The other question is how safe will the gathering of 
all this information make us? Is this the best way to 
fight terrorism—sifting through tons of personal 
data about you and me? 
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How the New Crime of “Domestic Terrorism” 
May be Applied to You 

Are you or your friend or relative an environmental 
activist? Are you, or is someone you know an anti¬ 
globalization activist? Are you an anti-abortion 
activist or, a pro-abortion activist? Anyone who 
uses direct actions as a means of dissent 
is now vulnerable to prosecution 
a “domestic terrorist.” Do you 
write lyrics that could be 
interpreted offensively by 
the Secretary of State? 

The language is so 
vague that nonviolent 
civil disobedience in 
the tradition of 
Thoreau or Martin 
Luther King could be 
grouped together with 
A1 Qaeda. 

In the book Silencing 
Political Dissent . Nancy 
Chang and the Center for 
Constitutional Rights point 
out possible adverse distinc¬ 
tions: 

Section 802 of the act cre¬ 
ates a federal crime of “domestic 
terrorism” that broadly extends to “acts 
dangerous to human life that are a viola¬ 
tion of the criminal laws, ” if they appear 
to be intended... “to influence the policy of 
a government by intimidation or coer¬ 
cion, ” and if they occur, “primarily with¬ 
in the territorial jurisdiction of the United 
States. Because this crime is couched in 
such vague and expansive terms, it is like¬ 
ly to be read by federal law enforcement 
agencies as licensing the investigation 
and surveillance of political activists and 
organizations that protest government 
policies, and by prosecutors as licensing 
the criminalization of legitimate political 
dissent. 

Section 411 of the act poses an ideological 
test for entry into the United States. 
Representatives of a political or social 
group, “whose public endorsement of acts 
of terrorist activity the Secretary of State 
has determined undermines United States 
efforts to reduce or eliminate terrorist 
activities, ” can no longer enter the coun¬ 
try.Entry is also barred to non-citizens 
who have used their, “position of promi¬ 
nence to endorse or espouse terrorist 
activity, ” if the Secretary of State deter¬ 
mines that their speech, “undermines 
United States efforts to reduce or elimi¬ 
nate terrorist activities. 

As I write this, there is a great deal of polarization in 
the world. Many writers, artists and musicians from 
other countries are vocal in their opposition to our 
policies regarding Iraq. Would those views be 
grounds for not allowing them into the United States? 
If you wear a Che Guevara t-shirt, will you end up 
with a dossier? If you go to a film about Palestinians, 
will you be targeted as a possible terrorist? Will a 
dove and a peace sign on your door place you under 


surveillance? 

The Rights of Aliens and You 

Michael Ratner, President of the Center for 
Constitutional Rights, explains the ramifications of 
“mandatory detention.” For further in-depth, 
on-going analysis check out his web¬ 
site: www.humanrightsnow.org 
and CCR: \\^w.ccr-nv.org 

Prior to the passage of 
the USA Patriot Act, 
anti-terrorist laws 
were passed in the 
wake of the 1996 
bombing of the 
federal building in 
Oklahoma that 
already gave the 
government wide 
powers to arrest, 
detain and deport 
aliens based upon 
secret evidence - evi¬ 
dence that neither the 
alien nor his attorney could 
view or refute. The Patriot Act 
makes it worse. 

“First, it permits ‘mandatory detention’ of aliens cer¬ 
tified by the attorney general as ‘suspected terror¬ 
ists.’” These could include aliens involved in bar¬ 
room brawls or those who have provided only 
humanitarian assistance to organizations disfavored 
by the United States. Once certified in this way, an 
alien could be imprisoned indefinitely with no real 
opportunity for court challenge. Until now, such 
“preventive detention” was believed to be flatly 
unconstitutional. 

“Second, aliens are deportable for almost any associ¬ 
ation with a ‘terrorist organization.’ This represents a 
dangerous erosion of Americans’ constitutionally 
protected rights of association. ‘Terrorist organiza¬ 
tion’ is a broad and open-ended term that could 
include liberation groups such as the Irish Republican 
Army, the African National Congress, or civic groups 
that have never engaged in any violent activity, such 
as Greenpeace. An alien who gives only medical or 
humanitarian aid to similar groups, or simply sup¬ 
ports their political message in a material way could 
be jailed indefinitely.” 

In addition, our collective psyche is still reeling from 
the Japanese detention camps set up during WWII; 
the Patriot Act allows for similar institutionalized 
prejudice. Thousands of citizens and non-citizens of 
Middle Eastern descent have been detained/ques¬ 
tioned, and had their lives thrust into turmoil. Senator 
Feingold expressed his foreboding thus: 

Now here is where my caution in the after- 
math of the terrorist attacks and my con¬ 
cerns over the reach of the anti-terrorism 
bill come together. To the extent that the 
expansive new immigration powers that 
the bill grants to the Attorney General are 
subject to abuse, who do we think that is 
most likely to bear the brunt of the abuse? 
It won’t be immigrants from Ireland. It 
won't be immigrants from El Salvador or 
Nicaragua. It won’t even be immigrants 


from Haiti or Africa. It will be immigrants 
from Arab, Muslim and South Asian coun¬ 
tries. In the wake of these terrible events 
out government has been given vast new 
powers and they may fall most heavily on 
a minority of our population who already 
feel... acutely the pain of this disaster. 

The USA Patriot Act has already cut its way through 
our lives. Writer Gore Vidal described our predica¬ 
ment as “Permanent War for Permanent Peace.” We 
now face new changes with the implementation of the 
Homeland Security Act. Writer William Safire in a 
November 15, 2002, New York Times editorial 
warned: 


“Even the hastily passed U.S.A. Patriot 
Act, which widened the scope of the 
Foreign Intelligence Surveillance Act and 
weakened 15 privacy laws, raised require¬ 
ments for the government to report secret 
eavesdropping to Congress and the 
courts. But Poindexter’s assault on indi¬ 
vidual privacy rides roughshod over such 
oversight. ” 


Remember John Poindexter, ex-National Security 
adviser under President Ronald Reagan? He was 
responsible for the secret selling of missiles to Iran to 
pay ransom for hostages, and then with the illicit pro¬ 
ceeds illegally supporting the contras in Nicaragua. 
With Poindexter at its helm, we face a bizarre, 1984- 
like reality. Your very own personal dossier could 
contain records of your bridge tolls, plane tickets, 
magazine subscriptions, medical information, music 
purchases—if you use a credit card, e-mail, your 
report cards, bank deposits, and the possibilities go 
on. 


^ USA Patriot Act 802, amending 18 U. S.C. 2331(5). 

USA Patriot Act 411(a), amending 18 U. S.C. 
1182(a)(3)(B)(i)(IV)(bb). 

USA Patriot Act 411(a), amending 18 U. S.C. 
1182(a)(3)(B)(i)(IV). 
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A MONTHTIY COlUMN BY PJ WNOOPIE 



How many of you remember Dr. Suess’ “Sneeches onthe beaches?, the 
classic children’s book/cartoon where the normally harmonious Sneech culture 
becomes bitterly divided by each others outward appearances, namely, stars on 
their bellies or the lack thereof. I recently watched the cartoon version again and 
the situation seemed all too familiar to me, with the unfortunate state of Southern 
California’s clique infested skate scene. But then all at once it made sense to me. 
Big lame ass corporate skateboarding probably uses “Sneeches on the beaches” as 
a training tool. I started to imagine a corporate meeting at some giant sell out com¬ 
pany with all these trendy blink-182-lookin kooks gathered round while some 
chimp in a suit explains their “target market” and turns to the Cartoon already in 
progress, “You see guys, we are like the star making machines and all we need to 
do is convince our target that they need our stars on their bellies” all the while using 
his hands to make quotation marks and drive home his point. He’d continue, “now 
the real trick will be to make our target think that we are one of them and not a 
machine, we do this buy paying top pros absurd amounts of money to wear our 
gear, that will make the target form levels of superiority where the one who buys 
the most is the coolest. Tomorrow I’ll explain how getting our boards made in china 
will free up more money for similar propaganda” 

I suppose that may be hard for some of you to belive but the sad fact of it all is 
that as skateboarders we have become a “target market”. The big Corporate skate 
companies don’t see us as skaters anymore or even people for that matter, we are 
targets and the pathetic products they hustle are their weapon of choice. Nothing 
could make these sell outs happier than a bunch of impressionable young skaters 
walking out of a mall-chain store dressed exactly the same, creating cliques, and 
measuring who’s the best skater by how much brand name gear they have. They 
want us buying from the mall stores, they want to corral us into skateparks and 
force us to wear full pads, they want us at home on the couch playing tony Hawk 
video games, drinkin a mt. dew, and reading that pathetic excuse for a skate mag- 
transworld. Why? because to them we are targets and the less we move around and 
the less we think for ourselves the better for corporate skateboarding. I say Fuck 
em’ if we have to be targets then we need to fuckin move around, make it impossi¬ 
ble for these corporate skate brand fuckers to hit us, take to the streets, find a ditch, 
infiltrate the backyard pools, bomb a hill, get the fuck out of SoCal! 
When you get your paycheck or borrow some money from your old 
lady, support your local skateshop, check out a smaller 
company, be an individual, take a road trip. Let’s face 
it SoCal has the most saturated 
skate scene in the country, a 
large part of the skate¬ 
board industry is based 
^ here so the scene is so 
industry driven that 
people forget to think 
for themselves and base 
all skateboard related happi¬ 
ness to ridiculous industry stan¬ 
dards. For example, when most 
kids out here start skating they want 
sponsored so bad that they 
t appreciate the things that make 
skateboarding the greatest feeling in the 
world, like the first time you ollie up a 
curb, or drop in, your first curb grind, 
the first time you really carve a bowl, none of that is good enough to get you spon¬ 
sored so kids don’t know they can enjoy it. 

Furthermore SoCal has the most highly divided cliques of anywhere I’ve skat¬ 



ed. When I was a kid I’d look at people’s shoes and if they had an ollie mark or duct 
tape around the toe I’d know they skated and we’d hang out and skate, simple as 
that. Out here everyone from soccer mom’s to frat boy jocks to 3 year old girls wear 
skate shoes and some lame ass volcom stone shirt. If you do meet someone that 
actually skates it’s like an awkward first date with 20 questions, “Who are you 
sponsored by?”, “Who do you skate with?”, “D’ya know any good rails?”, “D’ya 
have a generator?”, “what kind of camera do you use?”, “got any good footy late¬ 
ly?” 

And after the initial interview process it still is customary to look exactly the 
same before going to spot and skating together. And the last thing I’ll completley 
bag SoCal for is that you really can’t skate anywhere. Spots are so spread out that 
you’re in the car all day then you get kicked 
out in five minutes, or it has nazi 
you go try to skate a park and gei 
for not having wrist guards, so you 
another spot where 8 million little 
filming each others feeble attemp 
down the stairs, or they all want t( 
you in s-k-a-t-e till you’re so 
annoyed you just go home. The 
point is that all the lame ass cor¬ 
porate companies want us to stay 
in a condensed area so they target 
us better. My advice is get out 
on the road, go skate small 
towns and check out truly core 
rediscover your ability to have 
your skateboard. There are v 
things that will make you apprec 

rolling around outside like being_ ^ _ 

up in your buddies little car with a bunch of 

sweaty dudes for hours at a time. Public skateparks in SoCal are a joke as we all 
know but if you cruise out to Oregon, Phoenix, Colorado, or Vegas you can skate 
some of the most amazing concrete parks in the country for free with no pad 
requirements and no corporate logos adorning the fences. In search of a ditch?, go 
to Albequerqe, New Mexico or east Texas and you’ll find every size, style, and 
level of ditch you could ever imagine. Speaking of Texas they have some of the best 
indoor parks and some of the gnarliest scenes anywhere - don’t mess with Texas, 
Go skate it. 

I’ve always appreciated the freedom of skateboarding and traveling around makes 
me appreciate it even more. Searching out spots, hanging with cool locals, watch¬ 
ing kids with the most beat up boards and holes in their shoes rip harder than most 
pros and doing it all for the love and the blood. That’s what corporate skateboard¬ 
ing doesn’t want you to experience, they don’t want you traveling around becom¬ 
ing a moving target, they don’t want you to make fnends with rippers who do it all 
for themselves, they don’t want you skating parks without the fear of being cited 
for not having proper safety equipment, they don’t want you supporting independ¬ 
ent shops and companies that don’t care about the newest trend from the stone. 

And that is exactly why we should because corporate skateboarding doesn’t want 
us to. If we can again refer back to Dr. Suess’ timeless classic, the Sneeches even¬ 
tually wised up and revolted against the star making machines and chose not to 
wear stars on their bellies at all, only then did the machines go away. Do whatever 
has to be done to make the corporate machine go away, crawl out from under the 
stone, search and destroy! Till next time... 
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BY SMOKEV BUCK BEAN 


I'll be perfectly honest. I'm don't 
have the biggest knowledge about 
skateboarding or particular skaters. But, 
I've always held skaters in high regard, just for the 
fact that they can twist, turn and flip their bodies in 
such spectacular displays of athleticism that defy the 
laws of physics and gravity on top of controlling a 
board underneath their feet is pretty fucking amazing 
to me. I can't skate at all whatsoever; I tried to get it 
together when I was younger, but it was hopeless 
and gave up when I try to do an ollie and my friends 
laughed me off the street. Plus, I've been told that 
when I do ride on a skateboard (purely for shits and 
giggles), I ride in an offending fashion referred to as 
"goofy foot style", so any hope or desire of learning 
how to skate has been crushed by my lack of coordi¬ 
nation and the taunts of those who can skate better 
that I can. So I asked Mel if I could write this 
month's skate profile regardless of whoever it was, 
just so I can live vicariously through someone with a 
bit more coordination and feel like I'm with it. I'm 
just into it, ya' know. 

The skater profile this month is probably one the 
most gnarly skaters that has ever take on a board on 
wheels and terrorize skate parks nationwide. His 


name is Ben Schroeder and just hearing his voice, I 
can tell that he's been around the block and can tell 
stories of all the crazy shit he's done and blow your 
mind. When his name is brought up to people in the 
know, it's usually followed by a look of amazement 
and a comment along the lines of, "dude, that guy is 
fucking crazy" or "Ben is fucking nuts, he's gnarly." 
It's a sign of respect as far as I'm concerned. 

Ben's involvement in skateboarding can be traced 
back to a time when skateboarding wasn't considered 
a sport, but an expression, of sorts, put this way, Ben 
is old school, kids, class is in session. 

"I've been riding a skateboard for about 26 years" 
Ben begins. "I've been skating pools and parks for 
the past 17 years." When asked how he got the fever 
for skateboarding, the answer should come as no 
surprise. "I got into skating from my older brothers 
in the 70's, when I was 4 or 5 years old. I have 3 
older brothers that skated in Baldwin Hills, so my 2 
younger brother and me just hooked up with them 
and wanted to do the same thing they were doing." 

Back in the day, being a professional skateboarder 
was not a viable career choice the way it is now. 
There weren't any endorsements, shoe contracts or 
anything remotely close to living off skateboarding. 
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For skaters of that era, it wasn't about that, it was about just doing it. 

I asked Ben what's it like to be a pro skater now as opposed to then. 
"Well, I always wanted to make skateboarding a full time thing; mak¬ 
ing a career out of it, but it we weren't thinking of stuff like that back 
then. Its more of a business now,'' Ben laments,'' and more profes¬ 
sional skateboarders are treating it more like a business; how they're 
going to make more money off of it. What we were doing was more 
about defiance; doing what we wanted to do. It was more about our 
skills and our ability to get us what we needed as far as sponsorship 
was concerned. Nowadays, it's much more of a strategic, business 
thing." 

Ben also adds that although the past was great, it's something he 
doesn't want to relive. 

"Yeah, I don't know if I wish that, but would prefer if things were the 
way it was. But also, the only thing I would have liked then was the 
money, because a lot of my friends who weren't skating back then, 
are really rich now. I was on top of my game back then, I never made 
any money. It wasn't like I wanted to make tons of money, but I did 
want to provide for my family." 

The other aspect of Ben's notoriety is his legendary partying. One 
story I heard was from 1989 in Lake Tahoe. Ben, upset that the keg 
was dry and probably consumed a fair amount of the keg's contents, 
took his clothes off; pissed on the empty keg only to dive buck naked 
in the snow, passed out and still ended up with the girl. I'm sure there 
are hundreds of stories that are floating around involving Ben, mass 
consumption of inebriates, bodily fluids and chaos, and like a’true 
party man, Ben can't remember any of it. So when I told the story of 
Lake Tahoe to Ben he laughed about it just as much as I did. "Ha, 
that s great; it's always good to hear new ones, that one sounds pretty 
probable [laughing]. All the time people tell me stories of shit that 
did that I don't have any clue about. There are so many that I don't 
remember or they turn into a legend that people make up as time 
goes on" 


As much as Ben's partying can be the stuff of legend, it was around 
that time that Ben was seriously injured in a car accident that ended 
with a fatality. If his partying is the stuff of legend, the fact that Ben 
is still alive is the stuff of miracles. "There was a road trip up to San 
Jose, where I used to live with a bunch of my friends. I had moved 
back to L.A., so I went along to see my friends. It turns out half the 
people who were going up to San Jose were going to go see a 
Grateful Dead concert. My girlfriend and I got in their VW bus and 
the bus broke down an hour before we got to San Jose. We were 
picked up by this guy in a pick-up truck and he drove us and the VW 
to a place to get it fixed. We couldn't get it fixed, so all of us piled 
into his truck and headed up to our destination. The driver had a 
nitrous oxide tank up in the front seat; they were going to sell it at 
the Grateful Dead show. All of us were asleep, this was 5 in the 
morning, and the driver was doing a balloon of nitrous while driving! 
He was going 60mph; he passes out and drives into oncoming traffic 
and there's a head-on collision with another truck that was going 
60mph. The passenger of the other vehicle was killed instantly; all of 
us that were in the back of the truck were thrown into the cab, where 
I broke my neck; the truck flipped in the air and flew about 40 feet. I 
landed on the ground and cracked my skull, broke my back, my nose 
was ripped off, we were airlifted to the hospital and then I was in a 
coma for 10 days." 

For Ben, the process of healing was long and painful; it would be 
years before he could do anything physical. "Yeah, I had to learn how 
to walk again in physical therapy; deal with the re-cooperation, which 
took about 5 years to completely recover. Even when I was physical¬ 
ly able to function, I had post-traumatic stress disorders and flash¬ 
backs. But, it was a second chance at life for me. I realized that I 
could've very easily been killed. I dropped out of skateboarding and I 
started going to school full time, having a career in engineering. Plus, 

I learned how to skate in switch-stand, because I had to learn how to ’ 
skate again, so I figured I should learn how to skate goofy-style. 
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Name: Chris Graham 
Age: 12 

Hemetewn:Corena 

Spensers: Visien, Active, Team Geen, Creok’sUSA.com 
Faverite hands: Dead Kennedys, Sex Pistels 
Favorite skate spot: Nnde Bowi 
Years skating: 1-12 

Hobhies: Video games, skateboarding 

Teii a short story: i skateboard and go to punk shows. The end. 
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The trip down memory lane continues because the men here are 
from a by-gone era. While the footage is new their hearts and attitudes 
remind me of those days back in 83 or 84. Back then the X-games didn't 
exist. Well, to Steve Alba, Tony Alva, David Palmer, Neil Heddings, and 
(probably especially) the Q the X-games still don't exist. Christian Hosoi is a 
man that caught 10-foot airs, not a drug offender. Gator is a skater, not a 
murderer, or an artifact you sell on Ebay, or "the guy from the Tom Petty 
video". 

This film documents these guys traveling the country either look¬ 
ing for pools to skate or building their own damn spots. Portland's legendary 
Burnside is known by many as the "best skate park in the world" and was 
built unauthorized and illegally. That's far more "punk rock" than drawing an 
anarchy sign on your grip tape, kids. More often than not, they find a place, 
clean it up, skate it, and are forced to leave. Their improvements are not 
acknowledged or appreciated. In Fresno they find an empty pool, sneak in 
after dark, sleep in the pool, wake up, skate, and split to avoid going to jail. 
This, along with the captions saying how long they've skated pools (some 
around 30 years) is the epitome of passion and commitment. 

It's interesting that the most underground subset of this youth cul¬ 
ture is being spear-headed by men in their 30s and 40s. These renegades are 
no more respected by today's young "pro" kick-flip skaters than they are by 
the old pool owners they trespass against. 

This is a brilliant skate film destined for failure. This is not 
aimed towards today's skater. They're too busy running off to buy the hot, 
new, hot hip-hop single anyway. It's all shot on Super 8 and mostly in black 
and white. There's nothing that would be better suited for Jackass or 
America's Funniest Home Videos. There's skating. If you want to learn 
about the skaters' personalities watch them skate. It shines through. This is 
targeted at people that enjoy and appreciate good film, people that appreciate 
dedication and pro-activity, and people that rode skateboards for love not as a 
career move. 

Fruit Of The Vine is bitter sweet. These ain't the good old days. 
Conventional wisdom says the world is getting worse. Mankinds' decisions 
and natural decay are rearing their ugly heads and, for the most part, it sucks. 
These forward thinking individuals won't roll over and die. They play with 
the hand their dealt and through their art and passion make the world a more 
beautiful place... until the cops bust them. These guys follow their hearts 
even if it might lead them to court, bankruptcy, or death and I feel we have a 
lot to learn from that. Thank God it was all caught on film. 


skateboards had just started to appear in my town. There were only two 
known big skate ramps in Bakersfield. One belonged to early Bones Brigade 
member Chris Borst and it was immortalized in The Search For Animal Chin. 
As far as I know, or am concerned. Animal Chin introduced narrative and 
shenanigans into skate videos. 

The other Masonite monster was known as Harrington's Ramp. 
There were 3 Harrington brothers, Tim, Mike, and Chris and each was the 
coolest kid in their grade because they had this ramp and could all tear it up. 
The youngest brother, Chris had a junior high speech class. As legend goes, 
one day he had to do a speech entitled "The Worst Day Of My Life". He got 
in front of the class with a newly shaved-head and said, "The worst day of 
my life was this weekend. I came home and one of my big brothers and his 
friends were skating and getting drunk and they held me down and shaved 
my head. The end." Maybe it was bullshit but when you're a little kid in the 
Cold War era it's scary. Red Dawn Russian attack scary, ending up on the 
back of a milk carton scary. 

It was kind of far from my house but one day a few friends and 
myself got some half-assed directions from an older guy in the neighborhood 
and in true Stand By Me fashion we were going to venture out further than 
our 7 or 8 year old minds had ever dreamed. We were going to Harrington's 
Ramp. Even if we got the chance to ride it none of us had the ability. If our 
parents found out we went that far, to "that place", we were dead. The older 
guys might beat us up or even shave our heads. None of this mattered. It 
was our destiny to go. 

That sure was a long, nostalgic lead in to start talking about the 
new skate DVD Fruit Of The Vine. But that's the point. At least for me. 

Fruit Of The Vine is all about nostalgia for many reasons. Obviously, one 
huge factor is that I skated as a kid and don't anymore but it goes beyond 
that. First, the film by Coan Nichols and Rick Chamowski is shot entirely in 
super 8 mm. It has look and feel of an elementary school film but the char¬ 
acters and settings are far more interesting. How many of us really cared 
about what happened to the "Red Balloon" anyway? 

The voice-over intro explains how after World War II suburban 
sprawl set in and after the house and the white-picket fence "a swimming 
pool was the icing on the cake". As the areas got older and more developed 
the folks with the cash moved away leaving these areas to become 
Government housing or other lower-class neighborhoods where there were 
pools yet, maintaining yards and pools was not feasible and "soon paradise 
turned to shit." 
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NORTH BOHSUY// 


SKHTEMliK REVIEW 

-//BY: 39 PHOTOS BY: UffiRYKRO- 


I first heard the possibilities of a real, Berkeley Skatepark “back in the 
late 90s,” when I still hung out with Toyoko, Dorothy and Chris, and the Lookout! 
Record shop on University Avenue was still at the 1940 block. Well in between 
showing Smokey around the East Bay, we found the park just a few blocks away 
from 924 Gilman, right off the 80 freeway and by UC Village. The sun was about 
an hour away from setting and low-and-behold, skate rats were everywhere, doing 
jumps, practicing tricks and skating the bowl. I even saw old-timer Eric Shea pass¬ 
ing by, and I didn’t even know he skated. 

Smoke did his best impression of being a skater by borrowing a board 
from a kid, who probably thought that he was going to get ganked. The place was 
swarming with mostly new skool-kids but there were also old heads like Tommy 
Guerrero (a Real skater, get it?) skating the fake-swimming pool they carved up at 
the park. It’s located at Harrison Park, 18,000 square feet of concrete jungle for you 

to tear up—or to get tom up by. If you’re lost it’s the corner of 5^** and Harrison, 
Northwest Berkeley. 


We then tried to pass out some magazines to the people skating, but 
skaters being skaters, most were just apathetic and kinda “eh” about it. That’s my 
only problem, coming from the old-skool and being all of twenty-four years 
old...and of course, every generation of skaters fucking lag, know what I mean? 
Takes one to know one... 

Street skating around town is still the best, from the top of College 
Avenue onto the Avenue and through the UC; just throw on some headphones, get 
some tunes in there and off we go. You can be a wuss and wear pads, or stay old- 
skool, get your bmises in and send the photos into Thrasher or all of us “ex-skaters” 

at Destroy ML 

They should have a contest at the park called “Old Skool Vs. New 
School”, where you get the different generations of skaters battling.. .or maybe some 
of those Gilman roller hockey games onto the park, fucking crazy-stylee. Either 
way, get down there and tear up the fucking park! 


THE GREATEST COMPANY IN THE WORID 

y"" ''' . . 


VOLCOMia 




Volcom is the coolest hardcore company I have ever seen. It is cool 

because they are such a big corporate company, you can pick up their stuff almost anywhere (TJ Max has great 
deals on Volcom stuff and I hear Walmart will be carrying Volcom stuff really soon). Plus it’s cool because they 
don’t represent just a single sport - they represent the whole “X-treme Sports Lifestyle (kind of like that brand 
“No Fear”).” So, no matter what sport you are into: wakeboarding, rollerblading, motorcross, waterskiing, skate¬ 
boarding, surfing, snowboarding, skiing, river rafting, bungee jumping...any extreme sport (as a participant or 
enthusiast) you can feel like you are part of the lifestyle. I love seeing the volcom logo (that stone is so cool) in 
all the extreme magazines. That logo (the diamond stone) is so amazing. And I love their slogans like, “youth 
against the establishment” and “the only constant is change.” They really know how to make themselves sound 
cool and rebellious (even though in a way, they are the establishment). The Volcom people are modem day 
geniuses. And they are very artsy. 

I’m inspired by them to start my own company. It’s going to be called 
“Corporation” or “Xtreme Corporation” and ! want to make a similar logo 

called the corporate Stone. It’s going to be so cool. I came up with a couple of my own slogans too; “Xtreme 
youth against the government,” or “keep it real,” or “100% hardcore,” or “if you can’t change, then you’re a con¬ 
stant.” I’m going to pay people with a “cool image” a lot of money to wear my stuff even if they hate it so that 
everyone will think my company is really hardcore and extreme. 

Thanks Volcom for being so cool. 



Shane Chavez 
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DESTROY AU BAR REVIEW 


BY: BRIAN STANNARD 


950 Geary (X: Polk), San Francisco, 94109 
Brian Stannard 

It's hard to do San Francisco bar reviews. If one wants to get 
drunk in San Francisco, just show up. Seems that sometime 
around the Gold Rush, city planners mandated that there must be 
a saloon or other house of ill repute for every five citizens, and 
there hasn't been an amendment to this ever since. There could be 
a prequel to Leaving Las Vegas entitled Arriving In San 
Francisco. It's hard to leave the block radius of your front door. At 
night I listen to live mariachis performing in the bar I live above. 
Around two a.m. I hear people puking into the gutter. 

It's a credit to Edinburgh Castle that 1 frequent it so often as 
it's a mile from where I live. Ok, so it's two blocks from where I 
work, guilty as charged. To be fair. The Edinburgh Castle is a 
great place to get drunk and literate. The literacy coming in the 
form of frequent visits by Irvine Welsh (author of Trainspotting), 
who recently stopped by to promote his new book. Porno. In addi¬ 
tion, the bartenders recently wrote and directed a play entitled 
"Meet Me At the Pub," which was performed inside the pub to 
much critical success. When I confessed to one of the bartenders 
that I missed the final performance by one night, he benevolently 
slapped me. 

Located on the stretch of Geary that forms the Mason-Dixie 
Line between The Tenderloin and Nob Hill, the cavernous insides 
of Edinburgh Castle legitimately feel like a castle, not a stucco- 
castle that houses a miniature golf course's arcade, but a castle 
where Beowulf and his ass-kicking friends would gulp down of 
pints of mead. The pasty skin of the bartenders provide the only 
light, and the large interior provides ample room for a pool table, 
drunk birthday parties, play productions, areas for bands to per¬ 
form, and a million dark nooks and crannies to accommodate 
stealthy makeout sessions. 
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Edinburgh Castle is an institution: in the late '70s, "The San 
francisco Guardian" named it as one of The City's Best Bars, and in 
the early years of the 21 st Century, a line of people snake around 
the block to see Irvine Welsh. Many are turned away. On a quieter 
evening, an old-timer tells me that the only thing that's changed is 
that a live parrot used to sit at the end of the bar where a consis¬ 
tently dead TV set now rests.The other instititution at Edinburgh 
Castle is the fish and chips that come wrapped in newspaper which 
apparently is a sign of UK authenticity, but maybe I'm just a suck¬ 
er. Edinburgh Castle is pissing distance from The Tenderloin after 
all. 

Edinburgh Castle frequently showcases bands and DJs, and The 
Clash or The Dropkick Murphys often play over the PA in the early 
evening. It's not uncommon to see a line of Vespas representing 
every color of the rainbow parked out front. Some of my co-work¬ 
ers confess that Edinburgh Castle creeps them out, but their sensi¬ 
bilities lean toward Parliament and The Ohio Players. I admittedly 
get creeped out on the nights where early Beatles B-sides get 
heavy rotation, but I'm just a man with an opinion, don't kill me. 

Despite all the things going on in Edinburgh Castle, it's ulti¬ 
mately a place where you can walk in alone without feeling like a 
serial killer, saddle up to the bar, and strike up a conversation with 
a stranger. I have pleasant memories of befriending a guy just in 
town from Chicago. He happened to choose Edinburgh Castle as 
his first stop since it was a block from his motel. He was a fiiend 
of a friend of Don DeGrazio who wrote a book called American 
Skin which I though was great, and the guy at the bar was shocked 
and elated that anyone outside the Central Time Zone read it. We 
drank and bullshitted all night. I'm broke, can't afford to travel, but 
my globetrotting fnends say that Edinburgh Castle is pretty damn 
close to the real deal, except there's no cigarette smoke, this being 
California. 
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that summer you had 

your first successful masturbatory experience? Well 
brace yourself because it is about to be deja vu all 
over again; this game is that good. For all of us 
gamers who have dreamed of a game with living, 
breathing worlds, and do anything gameplay, the 
game has finally arrived. Welcome to Vice City. 

Everything from GTA 3 has been 
revamped in some way, but lets start with the 
graphics. Since the game takes place in the 80s, in 
a Miami Vice type area the locales have been 
reworked. The seedy dark locations of Liberty City 
have now been replaced with bright, fluorescent 
and neon colors that are everywhere. While this is 
slightly bothersome at first (since everything on the 
screen has a neon tinge to it), you eventually get 
used to it, and even enjoy the tackiness of it all. 
Rockstar North managed to capture neighborhoods 
that vary in economic stability. You can practically 
see the drug money flowing through drug kingpin’s 
mansions on Starfish Island, or witness gang war¬ 
fare over in dingy, poverty stricken streets of Little 
Havana (sure it is all stereotypical, but it’s a 
videogame after all, and is meant to be taken light¬ 
ly). To an extent you are now able to enter houses 
and apartments, unlike in GTA 3. Allowing the 
gamer to do this opens up the game and makes the 
world more realistic. The cool thing is when you are 
inside of any building, everything you see outside is 
happening in real-time. You can look outside of 
your window, witness a robbery, exit the building, 
stop the crook, and get a good citizen’s bonus to 
boot. This little feature makes Vice City appear 
more realistic. 


The weapons have received a makeover 
and have doubled in number since GTA 3. There are 
now about 40 weapons ranging from shotguns, pis¬ 
tols, Uzi’s, sniper-rifles, to the all new chain gun, 
and chainsaw. A cool new feature added by 
Rockstar North is the ability to shoot people while 
they are still in their cars, making some missions 
much easier and cooler in the process. Weapons 
such as bats and chainsaws do damage to vehicles, 
almost to the point of destroying them, which is 
another new feature. 

Speaking of the cars, there are a ton of 
vehicles in VC, most of which are “older” versions 
of cars from GTA 3, like the Bobcat and the 
Sentinel. The best new vehicle addition (and per¬ 
haps the best addition in the game) is the motorcy¬ 
cles. Words cannot describe how fun it is to ride 
these bikes. There are three different bikes to drive 
too, which range from cool, to insanely fast. 
Nothing in the game equals the thrill of careening in 
and out of traffic at breakneck speeds, popping 
wheelies and shooting people as you drive (since on 
bikes you can shoot forward as well as to both 
sides). The only downside of the bike (and a realis¬ 
tic one at that) is that if you wipe out while going 
fast, prepare for your life meter to be obliterated. 
There are ramps everywhere for you to jump with 
your vehicle, rewarding you with money for suc¬ 
cessfully landing one, or punishing you with a 
jacked up car (sometimes even death), if you miss 
the jump. In every vehicle entered, you will be 
showered upon with the sweet sounds of 80s music. 
You aren’t regulated to the streets either. Cruise the 
oceans in the “fastest boat in the world” or wreak 
havoc in the skies with RC helicopters and planes, 
as well as full sized versions of their pint-sized 
brethren. 

The whole time you are in the world of 
VC, you are in control of Tommy Vincetti. As he 
returns from prison he is ambushed in VC, and has 
all of his bosses money stolen from him. He must 
now find out who set him up and to make them pay 
for doing so. A major difference in the way the story 
is told in VC compared to GTA 3 is that your char¬ 
acter now speaks. He is no longer just a mindless 
drone. Tommy is an ass kicking, life-taking crook, 
voiced beautifully by Mr. Goodfellas himself, Ray 
Liotta. Ray brings Tommy to life with his great act¬ 
ing and he is also surrounded by a cool cast as well. 
Lawrence Taylor is a former drugged up football 
star, lending his voice to “BJ,” a former drugged up 
football star. Recently retired (BOO!!) pom starlet. 







Jenna Jameson plays pom 
star “Candy Suxx.” They all do a great 
job in the game (mostly because they are 
basically parodying themselves), and add 
to the realism as well as the humor of the 
overall experience. Rockstar Games 
even added tons of dialogue for the 
pedestrians walking on the street. Now 
random people on the sidewalk have 
conversations with other people, making 
the game seem eerily alive. 

The crime bosses have more 
personality this time around and are quite 
different as well. The cool thing is that 
you can work for two opposing crime 
bosses, but with out knowing (at the 
time), which one of them is screwing 
you. The missions they send you on are 
ingenious and are incredibly well 
designed. I remember in GTA 3, how 
impossibly hard the missions got near the 
end, making them difficult (maybe even 
impossible) to beat without cheating or 
memorizing the entire level. The mis¬ 
sions in VC are not (up to the point I 
have played) fhistratingly hard; they are 
challenging. They can be beaten, even 
though it may take 10-15 tries to do so, 
but even that isn’t a problem because you 
don’t mind playing them that much 
because they are so damn fun. 

The police AI has been great¬ 
ly improved upon since GTA 3. At two 
stars, in GTA 3, the cops were a cake¬ 
walk, but times were different in the 80s, 
where two stars equals the cops kicking 
the crap out of you. The more stars you 
have, the more aggressive the cops get. 
They even lay out spike strips to pop 
your tires and crooks will even shoot out 
your tires (as you can do to them) if you 
try to get away. Be careful when your 
tires get destroyed because your car 
becomes almost uncontrollable (I see 
why cops use this tactic in real life). You 
are a sitting duck as your car travels 
20mph, shaking violently as people just 
keep shooting at you, eventually setting 
your car on fire. Thankfully Rockstar 
North implemented something I (and 
others) was praying for. You can now bail 
out of moving cars, so you aren’t trapped 
in a vehicle that is on fire as you fly 
down the street, waiting for the car to 


explode. 

If you do get bored with the 
missions, there are tons of mini-games to 
keep you busy. You can be a cop for a 
while, drive a taxi, drive an ambulance, 
put out fires, deliver pizzas, ride dirt 
bikes, buy property, find hidden pack¬ 
ages, and play rampages (where you 
have to kill a bunch of people in a certain 
time limit). Anything is possible in VC. 

The few complaints I have 
can be easily fixed in the next install¬ 
ment. For one I got caught in a gun bat¬ 
tle with my pistol, and I noticed that 
when I pressed the circle button to shoot, 
sometimes no bullets came out (yes I had 
bullets in the gun). Tommy would make 
the shooting motion, but not shooting, 
getting my ass capped in the process. 
Another complaint I have is that carjack¬ 
ing takes to long in the middle of a chase. 
My car would blow up and I would walk 
up to a car and press triangle multiple 
times because it would take Tommy for¬ 
ever to hop in the car. I would be losing 
valuable time and distance in the middle 
of the chase as Tommy takes 4 seconds to 
open a car door, or kick someone off of a 
bike, leading to a frenzy of swearing. 

Those minor details aside, 
this is one of the best games of all time. 
Everyone owes it to himself or herself to 
play this game, even if they don’t own a 
PS2. Some complain that this was not an 
evolution in the genre that GTA 3 was, 
and is just a rehashing of the game with 
marginal improvements. My answer is 
that these guys are correct. What they do 
not realize is that this is not GTA 4, but 
GTA 3 Version 2.0. When GTA 4 comes 
out, expect phenomenal advancements, 
but for the time just enjoy GTA: VC for 
what it is, a phenomenal game, with 
some of the best gameplay you can find. 
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Pacific Film Archive, Berkeley: November 22”^-December 29th 

Called the John Ford of Japanese cinema, though some would argue the other way, Akira Kurosawa was bom in Tokyo in 1910 
into a family of Samurai descent. He lived through an earthquake that leveled Tokyo in the 1920s and the atomic bomb in the 
1940s. He was expected to be disciplined, wise and obedient. Instead, at the age of twenty-six, after the suicide of his brother 
prompted him to take life more seriously, he applied for a job at Toho Studios (maker of Godzilla and other fine monster films) 
as an assistant director. 

Why am I bringing up some dead Japanese guy in a punk magazine? Because Kurosawa’s decision to become a filmmaker and 
his collaboration with a live wire of an actor named Toshiro Mufline, probably changed the course of filmmaking, both in Japan 
and around the world. Because in his own way Kurosawa was the original DIY guy, tricking and scheming to get his films made 
at any cost. At his side was Mifune, a wicked, wild force of nature muse who was hip slick and in your face a swagger that was 
American before American’s could swagger at all. 

The Nuart, in Los Angeles (www.landmarkfilms.com) and the Pacific Archive, in Berkeley 
(www.bampfa.berkeley.edu) are running a retrospective of Kurosawa & Mifune films in December, most of the prints are restored 
with new, thank god, subtitles. Anybody who likes action films, westerns, melodramas, police dramas, swordfights, gun fights and 
hard drinking should go get them some of this. Kurosawa’s films supposedly fall into two categories, but there’s really only one: 
a hero trying to find moral footing in the loose soil of social change. Japan experienced two major social upheavals; one before 
and then one during Kurosawa’s lifetime, and his films are always about one of them. Either it tells the tale of the demise of the 
Samurai life or the demise of post-modern Japanese life, in either case, the culture that once thrived on self-sacrifice and the good 
of society has now been told that the freedom of the individual is king and it’s every man for him self 

The most famous of the Samurai variety is undoubtedly The Seven Samurai (1954), partially because it was the blue 
print for a little western called the Magnificent Seven (1960), but also because it is so fucking good at being both entertaining and 
thoughtful that it’s an action film that’s also a great date film. The basics are that a village of honest farmers hire a group of rogue 
Samurai to guard their village against a gang that wants to steal their food, rape their women and most likely bum every building 
they have to the ground. Action and inner conflict ensue. 

But it’s not all doom, one of the great things about Kurosawa is that amid the death and the mud, there is also a great 
sense of humor. In the opening scene of Yojimbo, the other film most familiar to American audiences, maybe because it was 
remade in Italy as A Fistful of Dollars and in the US as Last Man Standing...oops, I digress, anyway, in the opening scene of 
Yojimbo (1961), a Samurai (Mifune at his most cocky) has been hired to rid a town of some punk gangs. As he walks into town, 
a stray dog comes trotting down the road from the other end of town, as he gets closer we see the dog gleefully clutches a hand 
that has been severed at the wrist. As Mifune takes in the sight, the most quizzical, insane look crosses his face and you have to 
laugh. He eventually decides that neither side is worth saving, “In this town I get paid for killing, and all of these men would be 
better off dead.” He turns the punks against each other until they are down to a manageable number so he can finish them off him¬ 
self 

Other Samurai films include Hidden Fortress, which was an inspiration for a lot of the imagery and story in Star Wars. 
For example, that cool wipe between scenes in Star Wars was first employed by Kurosawa, in 1958. This guy was so hot. Throne 
of Blood (1957) is actually Shakespeare’s Macbeth set in feudal Japan using Noh-theater (those Japanese plays with the masks) 
mood and makeup. In an ending worthy of the bard himself, Macbeth (Lord, not Lady) dies while being hit with hundreds of 
arrows shot at him by his disillusioned army as he climbs ever higher on the balconies of his castle. 

There’s also Rashomon (1950), called the finest film ever to investigate the philosophy of justice, which puts POV on 
trial. In the forest near a temple, a woman is raped, her husband stabbed and the knife stolen. The crime is revealed through four 
different versions of witnesses stories shown to you through Kurosawa’s lens. Each one seems valid and right, but in a world that 
demands black and white, this shade of gray is agonizing. More cups of coffee have been drunk after a showing of Rasomon argu¬ 
ing about which story is true than Bosnia has little landmines. 

Well, the page grows long so I’ll just say that the modem Kurosawa’s are Drunken Angel which was the first K&M 
film, and that Mifune was so charismatic in a “wicked pompadour hanging in his face” sort of way that Kurosawa’s original intent 
to make a mockery of the gangster Mifune played was shot down and Kurosawa decided to make it a story of redemption instead. 
Also showing, The Bad Sleep Well...see if you can find the Godfather connection; and Stray Dog where Kurosawa used hidden 
cameras on Mifune while he strolled, in character, through the real black market area of Tokyo as a cop looking for his stolen gun. 
Can you say ahead of his time? 

Bottom line, see some Kurosawa, don’t drink the watered down American versions you’ll never get drunk that way. 






















Jason Phillips is part of the trio that current makes up FTW 
Tattoo in Oakland, CA. Relative to a lot of high-street shops, their clientele 
is a lot more specialized and tend to have long term projects for body art. 
Despite no formal training, he’s been tattooing for five years and has devel¬ 
oped into a Bay Area favorite and well-respected in the industry for his 
diverse and impressive portfolio. He’s been at FTW for nearly two years and 
does mostly custom American Traditional and Japanese tattooing, and was 
kind enough to chat for a few minutes. 

“It’s almost Thanksgiving, so it’s kinda slow at the moment. 
Between the three of us, we have our own clientele. Everybody’s good at 
doing their own thing—the other Jason (Freeman) is out of town at the 
moment.” The shop is located down Telegraph Avenue, right off the main 
drag, by Alcatraz Street. In terms of getting a great tattoo, the place comes 
highly regarded and it’s a spot to start frequenting if you’re into body art for 
the long run. Or just want a fucking great tattoo. 

There are other places you can go if you want a half-assed job, or 
could care less if your tat is “semi-OK”, or just “does the job”. “Those shops 
have a different game,” Jason explains, “We work on a lot of ongoing proj¬ 
ects; some of the last stuff I did was Ed Hardy’s (Civilization Print)...all of us 
also paint extensively, with a lot of colors. You look at flash watercolors and 
notice that it goes hand-in-hand with painting.” 

“I like tattoos to look like tattoos; you can always check out my 
work at Miraclepony.com or on the FTW site, and I’ve got three sets of flash 
available,” which Jason is very organized and informative about. He’s headed 
to Sweden with his co-worker Sean Perkinson to tattooat the Seventh 
Annual Malmo Convention, in the land of milk and honey(s)...so if you’re 
reading this on a plane to Europe at this moment, maybe you can stop on by 
and he’ll fix you up for that New Year’s tat that you’ve been wanting. 

Just like one of the children in “In Living Co/or ”-skit “Hey 
Mon!”, he’s had twenty-six other jobs before he landed his current gig; plus, 
he’s attended five different colleges and universities and is a self-proclaimed 
“very fast runner.” Keep that in mind the next time you try to do a runner and! 
pull a fast one on Jason and his FTW crew! 

“Despite my vast schooling I often times think I can drink more 
beer than I actually can, and I have never let out our shop seceret that Jason 
Freeman believes in Voodoo spells,” which are the parting words that JP gives 
us, so cheers to him and be sure to head down to the shop! 

Jason Freeman, Sean Perkinson and Jason Philips is the power 
trio that makes up FTW Tattoo, located at 6536 Telegraph Ave Suite B-101 
Oakland, CA - 94609 (510.595.0389) FTWTattoo.com for more details. The 
place is withing walking distance ofAshby BART station, or a few more 
blocks from the “main drag” on Telegraph Avenue, by the UC Berkeley cam¬ 
pus. 
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BY:ADAMKAWASAWA 


In 1989, Providence Rhode Island artist Shepard Fairey xeroxed a sticker design he created as an 
inside joke amongst friends. The sticker, which featured a picture of WWF superstar Andre the Giant, made it’s 
way to every skate spot, night club, and stop sign around town. The slogan was simple, “andre the giant has a 
posse”. A buzz started to circulate, as did the stickers, and thus the “giant” campaign was launched. In 1990 
Shepard wrote the OBEY GIANT manifesto, a brief statement which outlined the objectives/purpose of the proj¬ 
ect. The manifesto described the campaign as an experiment in phenomenology which aimed to “catalyze a 
thoughtful dialogue, deconstructing the process of image absorbtion”. Thirteen years, nine arrests, and ten thou¬ 
sand “bombs” later, Shepard Fairey (now based in LA) meets up with DOSttOy All to discuss stickers, stencils, 
snipes, and punk rock. 

liSlIiy: So, You started off over in Rhode Island? 

Shepard: Yeah, I got started in Providence Rhode Island. I was working at a skate shop and 
making a lot of bootleg punk rock T-shirts to sell when the boss wasn’t around. He was only 
there one day a week. I was also making the stickers and stuff for the shop. It was a little shop 
that had a team called team shed, the shop was called the watershed. So I would make stick¬ 
er designs and run them off at kinkos. Black and white stuff mostly. I didn’t really know how 
to screen print that well yet, I only knew how to do paper cut stencils. I didn’t even know how 
to do photo emulsion stuff, hadn’t learned it yet. 

ROIIfty. And how did the Andre the Giant thing start? 

Shepard: I was just flipping through the newspaper, looking for a picture to teach my friend 
how to make stencils. I saw this ad for wrestling and thought it was funny. It had a picture of 
Andre, so I said “why don’t you make a stencil of Andre the giant? This is hilarious. Look at 
this guy!” He was like “no way dude, that’s stupid. I’m not going to do it.” So I just thought 
it was really hilarious that, just to practice he didn’t want to do it. So, just as a joke, I was like “what man? C’mon 
Andre’s the shit! This is the new posse.” So my friend tried to cut the stencil and got really frustrated, and I fin¬ 
ished it and wrote in ball point pen: Andre the giant has a posse. 7’4” 520 lbs, it took like 10 minutes. I ran off 

some stickers, and he and I would keep em and stick em up at skate spots and on stop signs and at the clubs and 

stuff. And next thing you know, a lot of people were asking about it. So a local indie paper ran a contest to see if 
anyone knew what it was, and they would win tickets to a show. And I saw that when something’s out there that 
people can’t explain it plays on their curiosity. And the more curious people are about it, the more they’ll talk about 
it. So I became really obsessed with putting the stickers everywhere to make it seem more important than it real¬ 
ly was. I thought about the whole phenomenon of repetitive imagery in advertising and how McDonalds and 
Marlboro totally saturate everywhere with their stuff till it becomes an engrained part of your life. So I thought. 
I’m going to do that with something really silly to sort of poke fun at that. 

Destroy: When did you start sniping billboards? 

Shepard: Just as a joke, I covered the future mayor of providences picture on 
a billboard. The reactions it got were so polarized: some people thought it was 
great and funny and other people thought it was really rude and uncool. Just to 
see how much I could affect people with something that small was really fasci¬ 
nating to me. I wanted to take that as far as I could take it. So the whole thing 
with andre the giant/obey giant was to take the cu of elevating something total¬ 
ly absurd into something people would debate over. 

Destroy: Do you think graffiti acts as a positive tool/medium for aspiring 
artists? 

Shepard: Yeah, There are people that I know that come from backgrounds 
where they probably didn’t think they had any chance to do anything with them¬ 
selves in the art world. But, graffiti is a way to get attention for what they’re 
doing and to transition more in to a legitimate career. I think it’s empowering 
for people. I think graffiti levels the playing field. Anybody could do it. For 
instance, the San Diego children’s museum will have me do work in my same 
style but in pastel colors instead of the pseudo-communist colors and then they 
put the stuff all across the front of the museum. It’s no different from when I 
would snipe the street comer 20 feet away, except that it’s sanctioned. I never 
would’ve got that gig if it wasn’t for my illegal street art. 
































i: How do you feel your business affects your art? 

Shepard: I actually feel my art stays more pure having a business that doesn’t totally rely on my obey-giant project (blk 
mrkt design). I don’t have to cater to trends, I make my money on the other side. Even with the clothing company, obey 
clothing, people are like “you sold out.” But I’ve always done clothing, and I’ve always considered the T-shirt just another 
utilitarian canvas. A person walking with a t-shirt is a piece of walking propaganda, just like ripping off a billboard, or put¬ 
ting up a poster on the comer. But now people think I’ve got this commercial agenda, but the street art stuff has always come 
first and still does. With all the t-shirt graphics I’m trying to do, it still reflects the exact same interests and agenda that I 
had before. My roots are totally in skateboarding and punk rock, that’s where 





pie’s issues with the elitism of their subculture. 


COMtNC FROM "-SHiPftRD 


lOSiViy; How did Punk Rock influence what you ’re doing? 

Shepard: There was a passion and an immediacy that came through that I think was very inspiring for people. The raw ener¬ 
gy. I ve always been in to immediate gratification, finding the balance between having good craftsmanship, but just want¬ 
ing to bust out. That’s the reason punk appealed to me, the adrenaline msh. It makes me happy that something like Destroy 
All Monthly would be interested in what I’m doing cause the magazine reflects the spirit that got me to where I’m at now. 

Shepard’s also got a new CD compHaUon calloD mo Slant Dock n'Dell SwInPlo: loaturtng TDo HIvos, IntomaDonal Dolso 
ConspiracM, TDo Icarus Uno,MeDostllllouso, no Poaches, anSmucliinoro^se chock that eull 




HOW TO SNIP!: A BiGIHNERS OOIDE TO OOMBIHG 



Before you start: 

Get your artwork together. Make 
friends with someone at kinkos, and 
get your artwork enlarged and printed 
on the blueprint copier. 

( 1 ) 

First, You need the paste. There are 2 
types, powdered and liquid. “Golden 
Harvest” is the preferred powder, and 
“Shur-Stik” the choice liquid. Opt for 
the “all in one” type whenever possi¬ 
ble. 

( 2 ) 

Then, You mix the paste in a 5 gallon 
bucket with some water. Stir it till its 
got an even consistancy. Not too thick, 
not too thin. Add more paste if needed. 

(3) 

Now add the secret ingredient: Faux 
Glaze. This stuff makes the paste 
weather proof and super permanent. 

(4) 

Find a small janitors broom or paste 
brush. (Higher targets may require the 
use of a telescopic extension pole, lad¬ 
der, and rope) 

(5) 

Seek out your target. Peep it out, make 
sure there aint no po-po. Prep the tar¬ 
get surface by applying paste with the 
brush. Make sure the surface is cov¬ 
ered. Be quick. 

( 6 ) 

Apply poster/artwork. Cover poster 
with paste and smear out the air bub¬ 
bles. 



Note: The cheapest place to get your 
gear is at a hardware store like Home 
Depot or OSH. Art stores are a fucking 
rip off, no joke. 
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COLIINS 

BY:MISSCHOCKIE 


Dapper Dan Collins is a mod¬ 
em day renaissance man, not 
only does he paint, tattoo and 
customize cars, he also plays in 
local band Mr. Badwrench.. 
Anything and everything he 
does can conveniently found 
online:www.dancollinsart.com, 
www.artvillian.com with links 
to his other projects. So make 
sure you log on and get yourself 
a pretty shirt or somethin’ and 
support your local artists. 

How did you start painting? I’ve 
been panting as long as I can 
remember. My parents got me 
an easel when I was a little kid, 
I 

don’t even know what I used, 
probably finger paints. I remem¬ 
ber using watercolors as a kid; I 
had one of those little watercol- 
or trays. I’ve been always paint¬ 
ing or drawing. My dad was 
always artistic and very support¬ 
ive. 

Do you have a favorite medium 
you like to work with? 

It depends on the time I have to 
devote to a piece. I like working 
with oil paints, but they are 
more time consuming. I do a lot 
of work in pen and ink, especial¬ 
ly with my graphics. I really like 
the starkness of the black against 
the white. I like acrylics too. 
They are useful but not as versa¬ 
tile as oils, and they don’t look 
as good as when they’re done.I 


use whatever I want to either 
depending on what I am work¬ 
ing on. I have gotten back to 
using watercolors in the past few 
months. It’s something I can do 
at the shop when I have a few 
minutes. I’ve b6en doing a lot of 
hand painted flash. I want to 
start getting involved in sculp¬ 
ture again; I haven’t done three- 
dimensional work in a while. I 
don’t know when I’m going to 
get back into it but it’s some¬ 
thing I want to do .What artists 
have influenced you? A lot of 
surrealists, Bausch, Dali, 
Magritte, Erte.That is the kind of 
stuff that interested me in art 
when I was younger. When I got 
involved with cars I started dis¬ 
covering other artists. When I 
was a kid my dad had shown me 
a drawing he had done of Rat 
Fink, back in the 60’s when he 
was in high school, it was on a 
piece of lined school paper. I 
remember digging the design 
even though I had no idea what 
it was at the time, I must have 
been about 8 years old. I started 
doing some art when I was in 
high school that had things to do 
with hot rod kind of theme stuff. 

How does your painting and tat¬ 
tooing tie into each other? 

It’s a creative process. Tattooing 
is just a technical thing if you 
don’t have any artistic ability, 
you are just copying someone 
else’s 











art work. But to be a tattoo artist, you 
have to bring your own cards to the 
table and it’s hard to be unique and 
have your original style, especially 
when doing traditional style tattooing, 
which is what I am really into. Almost 
everything has been done in one 
form.Does doing traditional style tat¬ 
tooing reflect in your artwork? 

My paintings and tattoos feed off of 
each other. My paintings always had a 
tattoo influence to them; I think my 
artwork has improved since I started 
tattooing. It really opened my mind. 
The whole “Low-brow” art scene 
really started getting a little stagnant. I 
got really tired of seeing flaming 
8 balls and dice, it’s same thing with 
tattoos you see a lot of the same 
imagery. I thank god I’ve never had to 
tattoo a single dolphin or Tasmanian 
devil. Even with the dice, you can still 
do it cool, but you have approach it 
differently. My paintings are almost 
becoming rougher now, my style has 
always been crisp and clean. My 
graphic style is still very precise. Do 
you have any paintings that really 
stand out in your mind? I have a few 
favorites, there is one piece I really 
like, but it got shunned at the Metro 
Madness show, it was considered con¬ 
troversial. I didn’t realize it would 
upset anyone at the time. It was an 
image of the 

Virgin Mary, menstruating through 
her dress, into aTabasco bottle and 
holding a celery stick instead of 
baby Jesus. It was all oils and it had 
roses coming p the sides, a very tradi¬ 
tional piece. It’s called 


Bloody Mary. It’s not like she’s naked 
or anything, she’s just menstruating. 
The show was work by Von Franco, 
Rockin’ Jellybean and myself The 
piece ended up being hidden, instead 
of the centerpiece , like Ihad intended. 
I was very pissed off. 

How did you come to be called 
Dapper Dan? 

There was a Dapper Dan Collins, who 
was an English con artist, who 
worked with a French con artist, 
Victor Lustig. They used to pull big 
time cons, they were able to lure 
French millionaires into purchasing 
the Eiffel tower. They did it twice, the 
first time they got didn’t get caught, 
their victim was too 
embarrassed to report he’d been fina¬ 
gled. They second guy turned them in. 
I thought it was cool that there was a 
guy named Dan Collins that was a con 
artist way back when. Everyone else 
has cool names, like Von Franco, the 
Pizz, I never got a cool name. 

What kind of stuff do you peddle? 

I have merchandise, silkscreen shirts, 
stickers, and embroidered patches. I 
do it all myself, I don’t 
really have any backers. I’m also 
working on my own line of sterling 
silver jewelry, wallets made out of 
frog skin and stingray. It’ll be really 
high end. I want to have really cheap 
crap that everyone can buy 
and really expensive crap that only 
some people can buy. 
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Availabte AU 8 Bali - 
Burbank. Liquid Mum' - 
Pasadena, Tkstrny All 
Music ~ Miioeba - 
Hoilywood, Finger Prints 
- f nng BcacK Sennters - 
Uenuosa Beach^ Vinyl 
Sniution - H*B*. Black 
Hole - Fuficitnn, B* 
Jivoluiioii - Fomoiia, 
Lovdrs “ W'hillier, Tjuish 
C ity - Montcrev Park, 
Kliiiio - C’laremoiik Di\ 
Slt^ange - Alta Lofna 


OtxJffl- Now: Cash, Check, or M.O. 
■ $10.00 Postage Paid U.SA. 
Overseas Shipping Add $3.00 > 
Send To Fallen Angel Records 


RUNNING ON FUMES 

CD EP/ 7” Out Soon! 

Deslit^ AB 
Sunday July t4tfi 


Post Office Box 3372 
Burbank, CA 91508 
www.falienangelrecords.com 
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123STICKERS.COM 

877-778-4253 sales@123stickers.com 



CHUNKSIIAH RECORDS PRESENTS 

THE PHIIADEIPHIA SOUND 
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*.THE CURSE, PAINT IT BLACK,*.* 
KNIVES OUT & CO! FOR THE THROAT 


AVAILABLE NOW ON COMPACT DISC & 10” VINYL 


www.chunksaah.com 

I ^ ^ # # # distributeci by mordam | 
































Hey Storld 
it's Agne^ 




r Now to Find the flat 
twQt who has my formula! 


Your favorite bed-ridden Korean 
genius who is Supa-Fresh!i,» 
_ Whatup, babe?? __ 


A PLAH n PORMiHG AT 


...So, what you're tcMin' me, girl, is that now your 
boobies emit some sorto death ray? 
hmmm^.Xet's analyze this last sample.Well, what 
we have here is some sort of Super Formula. It 
has some definite growth properties ond some¬ 
thing extra! Your cht-chi's are biological weapons 
of mass destruction...If you can control the out¬ 
bursts you might have something very special to 
offer mankind there, Starla... _ , 


I will use 

machine to t 
the exact ^0 

I tioa 0^ th 
k super 

Formula. 


^es...yes... Any second now i will learnt 
the location of the soon-to-be sorry little 
. bitch who has my formula!!!! 

^ heeeheehoohahahahg.,. ^ 


Of course i figured it out,..'cuz Tm HOT STUFF! 
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2002 Mickey Stern! 
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Do you wanna hear some REAL punk rock n’ roll? 

I realise this is shooting fish in a barrel but, in this day and age of top 40 “punk” 
bands, “punk” stores in the mail and “punk”music in car commercials it’s getting 
harder and harder to find the real deal. You certainly aren’t going to find it on 
EPITAPH records or any of the rest of their ilk (most of that shit’s about as punk rock 
as Bon 4ovi}, you aren’t going to find it on the Vans’ WARPED tour, you aren’t going to 
get it on MTV or KROQ, It won’t come from 30-40 somethings wearing silly Sid 
Viclous/’77 punk costumes and it’s not going to have a marketing street team behind it 
to make sure it hits the right demographic. No, the real thing is raw, uncompromising, 
and in your face. You wanna hear some REAL punk rock n’ roll music? Then you should 
check out one of these fine slabs. Otherwise you can stick to your lightweight Bad 
Religion, Vandals and NOFX records. 


DAN MSLCHiOR’S BROKE REVUE 
Bitterness, Rage, Spite and Scorn 
The latest and greatest from 
this locredfhie band! LP/CD 


THE HUNCHES 
Yes, NOe Shut it. 

The completely over the top debut 
album from Portland, OR’s wildest 
export* Savage rock n’ roll at it*s pri^ 
mat and crazed. LP/CD 


THE PIRANHAS 
Erotic Grit Movies 
Debut full length from these Detroit 
demons of art-punk-skronk. LP/CD 




.so much fucking distortion and feodhock yon^l want to stick pencils In your ears to stop the pain' 


wvvw.l nTheRedftecords.co m 
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Tim Armstrong 


Travis Barker 


Rob Aston 


On Sale at: 

Aron’s Record Shop - LA Backside - Burbank Benway Music - Venice Bionic Records - Cypress, Fullerton, & Huntington Beach Destrc^ Ail Music - Silverlake Devolution - Pomona 
Dr. Strange Records - Alta Loma Fantastic Store - Hollywood Fingerprints - Long Beach For the Birds - Covina Go Boy Records - Redondo Beach Greene Records - Tustin 
Head Line Records - LA Kaos Records - Covina Liquid Music - Pasadena Mad Platter - Riverside Melrose Music - LA Middle Earth - Downey Music Exchange - Glendale 
Noise, Noise, Noise - Costa Mesa Pepperland - Orange Poo-bah Records - Pasadena Offbeat Records - Redondo Beach Rhino Records - Claremont, Westwood Scooters - 
Hermosa Beach Sounds Like - Riverside Trash City Records - Monterey Park Vinyl Solution - Huntington Beach X Records - Norco 


www.thetransplants.com 


www.hell-cat.com 




























TRANSPLANTS 

transplants 


PENNYWISE HOT WATER MUSIC 

land of the free? caution 



THE DISTILLERS 
sing sing death house 




NOFX 

white trash, two heebs 
and a bean 



DROPKICK MURPHYS 
live on st. Patricks day 



BOUNCING SOULS 
how I spent my summer 
vacation 



MILLENCOLIN 
home from home 



DIViSION OF LAURA LEE RANCiD 

biack city iet’s go 




GUTTERMOUTH 

gusto 




R6CORDS 

9549 Valley View in Cypress (714) 828-4225 

16101 Bolsa Chica in Huntungton Beach (714) 846-2585 

2466 E. Chapman Ave in Fullerton (714) 526-1912 


































ST£R£OTYP£R!D£R 

-^WOPCiS S3?”S Sa4f 3^ !< STRING 


On Tour with Counteriit (Negative Prx)gnession) 


Dec 11th Chloo - the Red Room (21+) 

Dec 12th San Francisco - RasfXJtins Records 
Dec 13th Santa Cruz - Drop In Center 
w/Tlme Spent Driving 
Dec 14th Palo Alto - Mitchell Park Comm Center 
w/Ttme Spent Driving 
Dec 15th Berkeley Gilman St (2pm eariy show) 


www.steneotyp6rider.com 

www.suburbanhomerecord3.com 




•EASY ONLINE ORDERING 
•MANY SIZES AND STYLES 
•MONTHLY SPECIALS 
•FAST TURNAROUND 
•COMPETITIVE PRICING 
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12/5 Brickworks Chico! 
12/6 Boardwaik: Sac 


REAL PUI 


www.xxx<gutterinottth-NMX. 



-Sum 41, Exodus@ Bottom Of The Hill ^ 
-The Bobs@ Freight And Salvage 
-Ding Dang, Everything Must Go@ 

Capitol Garage 

-Whysall Lane, The Enablers@ Hemlock 
-"Swap Meet & Heritage Exchange"® 924 
Gilman (ll-5pm) 


-Cannibal Corpse, Macabre, / 
Cephalic Camage@ Slim's 
-Kammen & Swan@ Freight 
And Salvage 

-Creed, 12 Stones, Our Lady Peace, 
Stereo Fuse, Nelly, The Clipse@ 
Arco Arena 


-Revolver Records' Private J 

I Christmas Party (1pm) @ Bottom 
Of The Hill 

I -Calvin Johnson, Little Wings, The 
I Blow@ Bottom Of The Hill 
I -Dale Miller@ Freight And Salvage 
-Little Wings@ Rasputins' Records 
I (Berkeley) 

-Cher/Cyndi Lauper @ ARCO Arena 
-Champion, Embrace Today, Jim Jones 
I Brigade® 924 Gilman (Early 5pm) 
-Atreyu, Avenge Sevenfold, Hopesfall, 
j Murder Machine® Pound 
I -Swingin' Utters, Manic Hispanic, Jack 


-The Explosion(g Slim's j 
-Hem@ Foley's 
-Bouncing Souls, Anti-Flag@ 
Colonial Theater (Sacramento) 


TUES WED. Tl 


I Qaintc Tnrrf»rJihlV fstranar* Wrpstlina^ 


Dave’s True Story(g Freight 3 
And Salvage 
-Marianne Faithflill @ 

Fillmore 

-Leesick, The Ebb & Flow@ 
Hemlock 


-Merrie Olde Christmas 4 
Carolers(g Freight And 
Salvage 

-The Blasters @ Great American 
music hall 

-The Barfeeders, The Nubs, 
Lucky StifFs@ 330 Ritch 


-Restaform Bodies, Grand Buffet, Ifl 
Dahawnes Troof@ Bottom Of The Hill ^ 

-Long Lonesome Road@ Freight And 
Salvage 

-Joe Cocker/ Tony Joe White @ warfield 
-Forcing Bloom® Stork Club 
-Bouncing Souls, Anti-Flag, The Code, 
Wanted Dead® Great American Music Hall 
-Candy Muscle, Lana Dagales, Iron Lung® 
Vista Restaurant (Eureka) 


-2 X 4, Kcv 
Kane, Chiu 
Stephanie I 
-Davka® I 
-"Popsccnc 
330 Ritch 
(Britpop/Ii 
Wave/SyntI 
-Tara Jane 
Charles All 
-Guttemioi 
-The Sleavi 
Ironsides (! 


-Sleepytime Gorilla Museum, Skeleton 
Key® Bottom Of The Hill 
-Kaddisfly, Dayzago ® Impulse/JJ 
O'Reilley's (Redding) 

-The Apples In Stereo® Slim's 
-Robin Huw Bowen® freight And Salvage 
-Cher/ Cyndi Lauper Compaq Center 
-106x Presents: Kaddisfly, Dayzago ® 
Impulse/JJ O'Reilley's (Redding) 

-Bouncing Souls, Anti-Flag, The Code, 
Wanted Dead® Great American Music Hall 
-Supersuckers, The Briefs, Las Pesadillas® 
Capitol Garage 

♦Destroy All presents: Blue Collar Special, 
Los Vigilantes, The Chitons, Double Fisted (5 
Jim Dandy's 100 Club (prunedale) 


-Dark Angel, I 
Pound 

-Wesley Willr 
Capitol Garun 
-Kottonmouth 
-Kevin Burkc( 
-The Coyotes, 
Edinburgh ( a 
-U.V.R., Honc 
"Popscene" w 
(Britpop/Inilii- 
Wave/Synllv I 
-Electro Groii; 
-My Ruin, 40 
Lowt® Pouni 
-Harold Ray: 
Tempest 





































INCIIEDIBIYISTIIANGElwJRESJlING 

pTjOTHESWINeiN UTTERSla JACK SAINf^ 

PA WWW.BYCKICIMIBS.COM " i 


CHECKS, MONEY ORDERS. VISA, 
MASTERCARD, AMEX, DISCOVER . 
PAYPAL GLADLY ACCEPTED 


(an tns*l>i4 pro4ucfion) 


WHEN YOU NEED STICKERS 

WE’LL MAKE THEM 


»EASY ONLINE ORDERING 
*MANY SIZES AND STYLES 
* MONTHLY SPECIALS 
> FAST TURNAROUND 
•COMPETITIVE PRICING 


COMING SOON: PROCESS COLOR STICKERS, TRANSLUCENT COLORS, LOWER MINIMUM ORDERS 


123STICKERS.COM 


BLUE COLLAR SPECIAL 


* for tom- 


CD OUT NOW! 
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DEST8SVIIUREC8RBS PO Box26806 L.A„c:A 9m2 


I. DEC 
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/#>-pMiFinmciiKceiutfBillTi 
\mnf.peimtr.am; {4JS) $26-9202 1 

Aup Mupflgp Maciiine 


www«<nsf ^ f ro cACf ?o n o ivi 


-Sum 41, Exodus@ Bottom Of The Hill 1 
-The Bobs@ Freight And Salvage 
-Ding Dang, Everything Must Go@ 

Capitol Garage 

-Whysall Lane, The Enablers@ Hemlock 
-"Swap Meet 8 l Heritage Exchange"® 924 
Gilman (11-5pm) 


I -Revolver Records' Private 0 

I Christmas Party (1pm) @ Bottom 
I Of The Hill 

I -Calvin Johnson, Little Wings, The 
I Blow@ Bottom Of The Hill 
I -Dale Miller(^ Freight And Salvage 
-Little Wings@ Rasputins' Records 
I (Berkeley) 

I -Cher/Cyndi Lauper @ ARCO Arena 
I -Champion, Embrace Today, Jim Jones 
I Brigade® 924 Gilman (Early 5pm) 
-Atreyu, Avenge Sevenfold, Hopesfall, 
I Murder Machine® Pound 
-Swingin' Utters, Manic Hispanic, Jack 
I Saints, Incredibly Strange Wrestling® 

I DNA Lounge 


■ -Voodoo Glow Skulls, Groovie 

■ Ghoulies, Codename: Rocky® 

I Bottom Of The Hill 
I -Tragedy, Bumbklaat, Deadfall 
I Desolation® Mission Records 

I -Peter Rowan & Don Edwards® 
■Freight And Salvage 

■ -Black Frames, Sherik, Mike Dillon, 

■ Brad Houser (from Critters Buggin), 

■ Earl Harvin, Special Guest® Elbo 
I Room 

I -Peter Gabriel ® Compaq Arena 
-Glen Tilbrook/ Jim Bianco ® cafe du 
Inord 

-Phantom Limbs® Capitol Garage 


-Duck Baker® Freight And 
Salvage 

-Counting Crows/ Toad The Wet 
Sprocket @ warfield 


-Cannibal Corpse, Macabre, 
Cephalic Carnage® Slim's 
-Kammen & Swan® Freight 
And Salvage 

-Creed, 12 Stones, Our Lady Peace, 
Stereo Fuse, Nelly, The Clipse® 
Arco Arena 


-The Explosion® Slim's 
-Hem® Foley's 
-Bouncing Souls, Anti-Flag® 
Colonial Theater (Sacramento) 


-Epoxies, Fabulous Disaster, The 16 
Lovemakers® Bottom Of The 
Hill 

-Northern California Songwriters 
Association Open Mic® Freight And 
Salvage 

-Black Frames, Sherik, Mike Dillon, 
Brad Houser (from Critters Buggin), 
Earl Harvin, Special Guest 
-Counting Crows/ Toad The Wet 
Sprocket ® warfield 


BOOK A SHOW HERE!!!! 


TUES 


-Dave's True Story® Freight 3 
And Salvage 
-Marianne Faithfiill @ 

Fillmore 

-Leesick, The Ebb & Flow® 
Hemlock 


saasa 


-Restaform Bodies, Grand Buffet, 
Dahawnes Troof@ Bottom Of The Hill 
-Long Lonesome Road® Freight And 
Salvage 

-Joe Cocker/ Tony Joe White ® warfield 
-Forcing Bloom® Stork Club 
-Bouncing Souls, Anti-Flag, The Code, 
Wanted Dead® Great American Music Hall 
-Candy Muscle, Lana Dagales, Iron Lung® 
Vista Restaurant (Eureka) 


-Time Spent Driving, 

Eleventeen, My New Life® 

Bottom Of The Hill 

-Christmas Jug Band® Freight And 

Salvage 

-Counting Crows/ Toad The Wet 
Sprocket ® warfield 
-Hirax, Nunslaughter, Hail Satan, 
Lord Weird Slough Feg® Curve Bar 
(SF) 


-Oakland Interfaith Gospel Ensemble Oji 
(Early & Late Show)® Slim's 
-The Zombies, Small Faces & 

George Harrison (acoustic)® Wall Berlin 
-Kerplunk, 39/Smooth@ Lookout! Records 
-The Strokes, The Hives and White 
Stripes® Home With Big Fat Lines, Tons 


-Merrie Olde Christmas 
Carolers® Freight And 
Salvage 

-The Blasters ® Great American 
music hall 

-The Barfeeders, The Nubs, 
Lucky Stiffs® 330 Ritch 


-Sleepytime Gorilla Museum, Skeleton 
Key® Bottom Of The Hill ” 

-Kaddisfly, Dayzago ® Impulse/JJ 
O'Reilley's (Redding) 

-The Apples In Stereo® Slim's 
-Robin Huw Bowen® freight And Salvage 
-Cher/ Cyndi Lauper ®| Compaq Center 
-106x Presents: Kaddisfly, Dayzago ® 
Impulse/JJ O'Reilley's (Redding) 

-Bouncing Souls, Anti-Flag, The Code, 
Wanted Dead® Great American Music Hall 
-Supersuckers, The Briefs, Las Pesadillas® 
Capitol Garage 

***Destroy All presents: Blue Collar Special, 
Los Vigilantes, The Chitons, Double Fisted ® 
Jim Dandy's 100 Club (prunedale) 


Winfred E. Eye, Jesse Sykes, 13 
The Long Winters(^ Bottom Of 
The Hill 

Carrie Newcomer® Freight And 
Salvage 

-Hotwire Titans, Lava Rats® 330 
Ritch 


-"Wall Berlin Reunjon" w/Torrey, 25 
J.Lo, Ken, Bopa, Marjo, Russell, 

Ben & The rest of the extended 
crew® Wall Berlin 
"Catch Me If You Can" opens up. 
(Don't Watch) 


\__ I -I « I « 


-2 x 4, h 
Kane, (' 
Stephan 
-Davkaii 
-"Popsci 
330 Rhc 
(Britpo| 
Wave/S> 
-Tara .lai 
Charles 
-Guttcni 
-The Sic 
Ironside 


-Dark Aiig 
Pound 
-Wesley W 
Capitol (ill 
-Kottonmo 
-Kevin Mm 
-The C'oyo 
Edinburgh 
-U.V.R.. II 
-"Popscem 
(Britpop/lii 
Wave/Syiii 
-Electro (ii 
-My Ruin. 
Lowt(ctJ Pn 
-Harold Kn 
Tempest 

Los Vigiliii 
Dandy's 111 


-The St nil 
Ons® Mil 
-Slightly I 
Slim's 
-Paul Kan 
Freight Ai 
-GZA (Gi 
Casual (Ii 
League 
-"All Aco 
Potthas, I' 
Distance I 
Outhouse 
-"Pop.sccii 
Ritch 
(Britpop/I 
Wave/Syn 


-"Boxing I) 
-"Popsccnc' 
Ritch 

(Britpop/lm 

Wave/Synll 
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-Epoxies, Fabulous Disaster, The 16 
Lovemakers@ Bottom Of The 
Hill 

-Northern California Songwriters 
Association Open Mic@ Freight And 
Salvage 

-Black Frames, Sherik, Mike Dillon, 
Brad Houser (from Critters Buggin), 
Earl Harvin, Special Guest 
-Counting Crows/ Toad The Wet 
Sprocket @ warfield 


BOOK A SHOW HERE!!!! 


-Guns'N'Roses, Mixmaster Mike@ 30 
ARCO Arena (Sacramento) 


-Time Spent Driving, ^ 

Eleventeen, My New Life@ 

Bottom Of The Hill 

-Christmas Jug Band@ Freight And 

Salvage 

-Counting Crows/ Toad The Wet 
Sprocket @ warfield 
-Hirax, Nunslaughter, Hail Satan, 
Lord Weird Slough Feg@ Curve Bar 
(SF) 


-Oakland Interfaith Gospel Ensemble Oft 
(Early & Late Show)@ Slim's 
-The Zombies, Small Faces & 

George Harrison (acoustic)@ Wall Berlin 
-Kerplunk, 39/Smooth@ Lookout! Records 
-The Strokes, The Hives and White 
Stripes@ Home With Big Fat Lines, Tons 
of Women (and men) and/or booze (*Not 
Confirmed) 

-"Walk Around Town & Fuck Christmas" 
featuring: walk around town with friends 
from the 626 & 510 (*not confirmed) 
-Operation Ivy, Descendents, Screeching 
Weasel, The Smiths, The Creation@ My 
Technics On My Stereo (*Confirmed) 
-"Anti-Christmas Rally" w/Uncle Charlie@ 
The Gold Room 

-"Destroy All Holiday Cheer Fest"@ 
Destroy All HQ and Robert's Apartment 
(*St.Sebastian not confirmed) 


-Supersuckers, Zen Guerrilla@ 26 
Slims 

-High Country@ Freight And 
Salvage 

-The Les Claypool Frog Brigade@ 
Fillmore 

-The Sermon, Husbands@ Hemlock 
-Guns'n'Roses, Mix Master Mike@ 
Shark Tank 

-Lavish Green, Justify, Hot Lunch@ 

Pine Street Grill (Livermore) 

-Key To Arson, Shortie, Still Life 
Projector@ Capitol Garage 
-The Knockoffs, Troublemakers, 
Popgun@ Old Ironsides 
-Royal Crown Revue, Steve Lucky & 
The Rhumba Bums@ Bimbo's 


-Siipcrsuckcrs, I hc Uriels, l.as l’csailillas((/ 
Capitol Garage 

***Destroy All presents: Blue Collar Special, 
Los Vigilantes, The Cliltons, Double Fisted ((V, 
Jim Dandy's 100 Club (frunedale) 


-Winfred E. Eye, Jesse Sykes, ‘|S 
The Long Winters(r^ Bottom Of 
The Hill 

-Carrie Newcomer® Freight And 
Salvage 

-Hotwire Titans, Lava Rats® 330 
Ritch 


-"Wall Berlin Reunjon" w/Torrey, 25 
J.Lo, Ken, Bopa, Marjo, Russell, 

Ben & The rest of the extended 
crew@ Wall Berlin 
-"Catch Me If You Can" opens up. 
(Don't Watch) 

-Los Angeles Lakers Vs. Sacramento 
Kings 

Jesus & Mary fucking @ The Barn 
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Wavc/S 
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Brigade® 924 Gilman (Early 5pm) 
-Atreyu, Avenge Sevenfold, Hopesfall, 
Murder Machine® Pound 
-Swingin' Utters, Manic Hispanic, Jack 
Saints, Incredibly Strange Wrestling® 
DNA Lounge 


■ -Voodoo Glow Skulls, Groovie 
iGhoulies, Codename: Rocky® 

I Bottom Of The Hill 
I -Tragedy, Bumbklaat, Deadfall 
■Desolation® Mission Records 

I -Peter Rowan & Don Edwards® 

iFreight And Salvage 

■-Black Frames, Sherik, Mike Dillon, 

I Brad Houser (from Critters Buggin), 

I Earl Harvin, Special Guest® Elbo 

■ Room 

-Peter Gabriel ® Compaq Arena 
I -Glen Tilbrook/ Jim Bianco ® cafe du 
Inord 

■ -Phantom Limbs® Capitol Garage 


-Duck Baker® Freight And 22 
Salvage 

-Counting Crows/ Toad The Wet 
Sprocket ® warfield 


-Pressure Point, Whiskey Rebels, OQ 
Hanover Saints, 111 Blooded, The Vex, 

Slash Dogs® Gaslighter (Campbell) 
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-Richard Buckner, Sonya Hunter, Kathleen EdwardsC® jj 
Bottom Of The Hill Q 

Wild Oak Records Presents Bands Gone Wild: 40 Watt 
Hype, Pyre, Simplistic, Silence @ BMU Auditorium 
(CSU) 

-"Painfest III" /w: Imagika, Zero Control, SaylO, Antagony, 

Intestinal Depletion, Omni Mortuus@ The Epicenter Zone (Chico) 

-Geoff Muldaur w/ Fritz Richmond plus Eric & Suzy 

Thompson© Freight And Salvage 

-Soft Cell ©( Warfield 

-The Dudes (ex subdudes) @ slim's 

-Los Lobos fillmore 

-Exit Wound, Regan S.S., Desolation© 924 Gilman 
-Force Fed, Impeller, The Hills Have Eyes @ Burnt Ramen 
-Hellfire Choir, T-Minus One, S.S.S., Armagetition, Miss 
Alliance© Rooster's Roadhouse 

-Reaction 31, Lica Sto, Baysik, Karate High School, © The Pound 

-Sputter Del, The Skyflakes, Parting Glance @ S.F. State 

-Monkey, The Steady-Ups© Voodoo Lounge 

-Killer's Kiss, The Cripples© Hemlock 

-Zodiac Killers, New Detectives, F-Hole© Parkside 

-Saint Monkey, Dexter Danger©' Phoenix Theater 

-Justify. Groove.Otg, Page Time Out (Concord) 

-Knights In Satan's Service, Push, The Morning After @ Pine 
Street Grill (Livermore) 

-Helper Monkeys, Angry Amputees, Luck Of The Draw, Shots 
Fired© Capitol Garage 
-Guttermouth© Boardwalk (Orangevale) 

-Severed Savior, Vulgar Pigeons, State Of War, World Of Lies© 
Distillery (Sacramento) 

-Honeyspot, Larissa Bryski, OflTTha Wagon, Miluwakee© Old 
Ironsides 


-Deadweight, Storm, Wake, Flashlight |2| 

Brown(g Bottom Of The Hill 

-The Ataris, Sugarcult, Rufio(^ Slim's 

-Black Eyed Peas, P.E,A.C.E, (from Freestyle 

Fellowship), Special Guest(g Justice League 

-Def Leppard @ ARCO arena 

-Helper Monkeys, Eightfourseven, Brand X Savior, 

Smarty@ Capitol Garage 

-L\ina@ Fillmore 

-bEAST Fest featuring: The Enemies@ 924 
Gilman 

-Fluff Grrl, 400 Blows@ 924 Gilman 
-Blind Guardian, Symphony X, Onward(^ Pound 
-Everything Must (3o, The Grannys, Dirty Power@ 
Parkside 

-Stars Are Falling, Kamikaze Vespa, For The 
Crown, Dismembers, Social Drones@ Community 
Center (Lafayette) 

-Something Must Die, Timm Bent, Point Taken(g 
Orange Mall (Danville) 

1 IVI 1(15 "Nol Si) Silent Night" featuring: Papa 


-Sleepytime Gorilla Museum, Skeleton 
Key(g Bottom Of The Hill 
-Kaddisfly, Dayzago @ Impulse/JJ 
O'Reilley's (Redding) 

-The Apples In Stereo^ Slim's 
-Robin Huw Bowen(g Freight And Salvage 
-Cher/ Cyndi Lauper @ Compaq Center 
-106x Presents: Kaddisfly, Dayzago @ 
Impulse/JJ O'Reilley's (Redding) 

-Bouncing Souls, Anti-Flag, The Code, 
Wanted Dead(a) Great American Music Hall 
-Supcrsuckers, The Briefs, Las Pesadillas(^ 
Capitol Garage 

Destroy All present,*;: Blue Collar Special, 
Los Vigilantes, The C'liVtons, Double l isted (rr 
Inn Datidy's 100 Club (Prunedale) 


-Dark Angel, Into Eternity, Eyecon(g The 10 
Pound 


-Wesley Willis, Hella, DJ Crook @ 

Capitol Garage 

-Kottonmouth Kings, Mix Mob, Ill Kid@ Slim's 
-Kevin Burke(^ Freight And Salvage 
-The Coyotes, Michael Talbott, The Wolfkings@ 
Edinburgh Castle 

-U.V.R., Honeyspot(g G Street Pub (Davis) 
-"Popscene" w/DJ Aaron & Jeremy(^ 330 Ritch 
(Britpop/Indie/Mod/New 
Wave/Synth/Electronic/60s Soul) 

-Electro Group/ FM Knives @ hemlock 
-My Ruin, 40 Grit, My Horsey, Zeromind, 
Lowt((( Pound • 

-Harold Ray: Live In Concert, Ihc LasysCu' 
I'einpest 

*'**l)cstioy All Picsenis Blue ( olltii Special, 


-Merrie Olde Christmas 4 
Carolers@ Freight And 
Salvage 

-The Blasters @ Great American 
music hall 

-The Barfeeders, The Nubs, 
Lucky Stiffs@ 3^0 Ritch 


-2 X 4, Kevin Welch & Kieran j 
Kane, Chuck Prophet & 

Stephanie Finch(g Slim's 
-Davka(^ Freight And Salvage 
-"Popscene" w/DJ Aaron & Jeremy@ 
330 Ritch 

(Britpop/Indie/Mod/New 
Wave/Synth/Electronic/60s Soul) 
-Tara Jane O'Neill/ Mick Turner/ 
Charles Atlas @ cafe du nord 
-Guttermouth, Pulley @ Brick Works 
-The Sleaves, Veneble Old 
Ironsides (Sacramento) 


-Problem, October Allied, Galaxy© Rooster's ^ 

Roadhouse I 

-Zen Guerrilla© Bottom Of The Hill 
-Garage 4 Sale, Blind Pedestrian, Love Hope And 
Fear© Rec Center (San Mateo) 

-Pipe Down, The Program, The Sick© Eagle's Lodge 
-High On Fire, Drunk Horse, Theory of Ruin© Slim's 
-Geoff Muldaur w/ Fritz Richmond plus Eric & Suzy 
Thompson© Freight And Salvage 
-Forever Goldrush, The Pretty Girls, Drunk Horse© Blue 
Lamp Lounge (Sacramento) 

-Ding Dang, The Rubbemeckers© Vista (Eureka) 

-Los Lobos © fillmore 

-Dark Angel, Into Eternity, Old Grandad, Eyecon, 
Diferential© Pound, SF 

-"Painfest 111" featuring; Exhumed (Bay Area), Solstice of 
Suffering (Chico), PCP (Napa), Psypheria (Sac), Sangre 
Amado (SF), Cursed (Bay Area), Decision (Bay Area) @ 
Epicenter (Chico) 

-(Thampion, Embrace Today, The Damage Done, Allegiance, 
Time For Living© The Cantina (S.F.State University) 

-The Lab Rats, Enemies, Dismembers, Sexy © 924 Gilman 
-Crosstops, Load Levelers, Luck Of The Draw, Angry 
Amputees© Parkside 

-Slotmachine, Giant Haystacks, The Phobes© Kimo's 
-Dexter Danger, The Phenomenauts, My New Life, Normal 
Like You, Stunt Monkey© Club (Pacifica) 

-Dystrophy, Regan S.S., Agents of Satan, Lana Dagales, Iron 
Lung, Deadfall, Voetsek, Terror Attack, Doppelganger© 
Burnt Ramen 

-Starch, Side FX, Third Rail, Dirt© Pine Street Grill 
-Honeyspot, Deadweight, U.V.R.© Capitol Garage 
-Insolence, Juggernaut, Simplistic, © Boardwalk (Orangevil) 


-Cex, Numbers, Stars As Eyes, Zeigebock Kops, 

Up Rock(^ Bottom Of The Hill Ih 

-North Magnetic, Lands Farther East, Par Corliss 

@ Moxie's Cafe and Gallery 

-Bridges(© Freight And Salvage 

-Black Eyed Peas, P.E.A.C,E, (from Freestyle 

Fellowship), Special G\iest@ Justice League 

-Def Leppard @ SF Civic 

-Tragedy, Bom/Dead, This Is My FisL Deadfall, 

Allergic To Bullshit(g 924 Gilman 

-Grain, The Librarians, Charmless, Knulla Roofs, 

Greendale High@ Stork Club 

-The Cuts, Gravy Train @ hemlock tavern 

-Peter Gabriel @ Oakland arena 

-Clarendon Hills, The Skyflakes, From Monument To 

Masses, eE, Whysall Lane@ Cafr Du Nord 

-Stone Vengeance, Broadside, Darkin Fluid(^, Uncle 

Ray's (Hayward) 

-Time Spent Driving, Counterfeit, Stereotyperider, 
Moonlife, Joy's Panic© Mitchell Park (Palo Alto) 


ORECORDS.COM 


REAL PUNK 


Oinema Beer Nuts DVD 




urns 


HR623 VHS/DVD 


'Hie second ifistailmeot in the Hopeless Punk 
rock video compilation series featuriiig: 
Mustard Plug, Voodoo Glow Skulls, MxPx, 
Queers, Hobodys, API, Ignite, Strife, Less 
Tban Jake and much more. 
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-Merrie Olde Christmas 
Carolers@ Freight And 
Salvage 

-The Blasters @ Great American 
music hall 

-The Barfeeders, The Nubs, 
Lucky Stiffs@ 330 Ritch 


-Sleepytime Gorilla Museum, Skeleton 
Key@ Bottom Of The Hill 
-Kaddisfly, Dayzago @ Impulse/JJ 
O'Reilley's (Redding) 

-The Apples In Stereo^ Slim's 
-Robin Huw Bowen(^ Freight And Salvage 
-Cher/ Cyndi Lauper @ Compaq Center 
-106x Presents: Kaddisfly, Dayzago @ 
Impulse/JJ O'Reilley's (Redding) 

-Bouncing Souls, Anti-Flag, The Code, 

Wanted Dead(^ Great American Music Hall 
-Supersuckers, The Briefs, Las Pesadillas(^ 
Capitol Garage 

*Destroy All presents: Blue Collar Special, 
Los Vigilantes, The Clfftons, Double Fisted @ 
Jim Dandy's 100 Club (Prunedale) 


-Winfred E. Eye, Jesse Sykes, 18 
The Long Winters(g Bottom Of 
The Hill 

-Carrie Newcomer(^ Freight And 
Salvage 

-Hotwire Titans, Lava Rats(^ 330 
Ritch 


-"Wall Berlin Reunion" w/Torrey, 
J.Lo, Ken, Bopa, Marjo, Russell, 

Ben & The rest of the extended 
crew@ Wall Berlin 
-"Catch Me If You jCan" opens up. 
(Don't Watch) 

-Los Angeles Lakers Vs. Sacramento 
Kings ,, 

Jesus & Mary fucking @ The Barn 


-2 X 4, Kevin Welch & Kieran j 
Kane, Chuck Prophet & 

Stephanie Finch(^ Slim's 
-Davka(^ Freight And Salvage 
-"Popscene" w/DJ Aaron & Jeremy@ 
330 Ritch 

(Britpop/Indie/Mod/New 
Wave/Synth/Electronic/60s Soul) 
-Tara Jane O'Neill/ Mick Turner/ 
Charles Atlas @ cafe du nord 
-Guttermouth, Pulley @ Brick Works 
-The Sleaves, Veneble Old 
Ironsides (Sacramento) 


-Dark Angel, Into Eternity, Eyecon@ The 10 
Pound 


-Wesley Willis, Hella, DJ Crook @ 

Capitol Garage 

-Kottonmouth Kings, Mix Mob, Ill Kid@ Slim's 
-Kevin Burke(g Freight And Salvage 
-The Coyotes, Michael Talbott, The Wolfkings@ 
Edinburgh Castle 

-U.V.R., Honeyspot@ G Street Pub (Davis) 
-"Popscene" w/DJ Aaron & Jeremy@ 330 Ritch 
(Britpop/Indie/Mod/New 
Wave/Synth/Electronic/60s Soul) 

-Electro Group/ FM Knives @ hemlock 
-My Ruin, 40 Grit, My Horsey, Zeromind, 
Lowt@ Pound 

-Harold Ray: Live In Concert, The Easys@ 
Tempest 

♦♦♦Destroy All Presents: Blue Collar Special, 
Los Vigilantes, The Reaction, The Vex @ Jim 
Dandy's 100 Club (Prunedale) 


-The Stratford 4, Loquat, The Turn- IQ 
Ons(g Bottom Of The Hill ® 

-Slightly Stoopid, III Kid, Triple 7@ 

Slim's 

-Paul Kamm & Eleanore MacDonald(^ 
Freight And Salvage 

-GZA (Genius of Wu-Tang Clan), J-Live, 
Casual (from Hieroglyphics)(^ Justice 
League 

-"All Acoustic" night featuring: Dan 
Potthas, Plain White T's, A Burning Water, 
Distance Between, Jerk Dave@ The 
Outhouse (Los Gatos) 

-"Popscene" w/DJ Aaron & Jeremy(^ 330 
Ritch 

(Britpop/Indie/Mod/New 
Wave/Synth/Electronic/60s Soul) 


-"Boxing Day" (U.K.) Ofi 

-"Popscene" w/DJ Aaron & Jeremy@ 330 
Ritch 

(Britpop/Indie/Mod/New 
Wave/Synth/EIectronic/60s Soul) 


-Richard Buckner, Sonya Hunter, Kathleen Edwards(a^ 

Bottom Of The Hill Q 

Wild Oak Records Presents Bands Gone Wild: 40 Watt 
Hype, Pyre, Simplistic, Silence @ BMU Auditorium 
(CSU) 

-"Painfest 111" /w: Imagika, Zero Control, SaylO, Antagony, 

Intestinal Depletion, Omni Mortuus@ The Epicenter Zone (Chico) 

-Geoff Muldaur w/ Fritz Richmond plus Eric & Suzy 

Thompson^ Freight And Salvage 

-Soft Cell (gi Warfield 

-The Dudes (ex subdudes) @ slim’s 

-Los Lobos @ fillmore 

-Exit Wound, Regan S.S., Desolation(g 924 Gilman 
-Force Fed, Impeller, The Hills Have Eyes @ Burnt Ramen 
-Hellfire Choir, T-Minus One, S.S.S., Armagetition, Miss 
Alliance® Rooster's Roadhouse 

-Reaction 31, Lica Sto, Baysik, Karate High School, @ The Pound 

-Sputter Del, The Skyflakes, Parting Glance @ S.F. State 

-Monkey, The Steady-Ups@ Voodoo Lounge 

-Killer's IGss, The Cripples® Hemlock 

-Ztxliac Killers, New Ctetectives, F-Hole@ Parkside 

-Stunt Monkey, Dexter Danger® Phoenix Theater 

-Justify. Groove.Oig, Page 3® Time Out (Concord) 

-Knights In Satan's Service, Push, The Morning After @ Pine 
Street Grill (Livermore) 

-Helper Monkeys, Angry Amputees, Luck Of The Draw, Shots 
Fired® Capitol Garage 
-Guttermouth® Boardwalk (Orangevale) 

-Severed Savior, Vulgar Pigeons, State Of War, World Of Lies® 
Distillery (Sacramento) 

-Honeyspot, Larissa Bryski, Off Tha Wagon, Miluwakee® Old 
Ironsides 


-Deadweight, Storm, Wake, Flashlight 
Brown(g Bottom Of The Hill 
-The Ataris, Sugarcult, Rufto(g Slim's 
-Black Eyed Peas, P.E.A,C.E. (from Freestyle 
Fellowship), Special Guest@ Justice League 
-Def Leppard @ ARCO arena 
-Helper Monkeys, Eightfourseven, Brand X Savior, 
Smaity(g Capitol Garage 
-Luna(g Fillmore 

-bEAST Fest featuring: The Enemies® 924 
Gilman 

-Fluff Grrl, 400 Blows® 924 Gilman 
-Blind Guardian, Symphony X, Onward® Pound 
-Everything Must (3o, The Grannys, Dirty Power® 
Parkside 

-Stars Are Falling, Kamikaze Vespa, For The 
Crown, Dismembers, Social Drones® Community 
Center (Lafayette) 

-Something Must Die, Timm Bent, Point Taken® 
Orange Hall (Danville) 

-LIVE 105 "Not So Silent Night" featuring: Papa 
Roach, Moby, Disturbed, Good Charlotte, DJ 
Shadow, The Donnas® The Shark Tank (San Jose) 
-DESTROY ALL, Grand Finali & KCSU Presents: 
Wesley Willis, Voodoo Glow Skulls, Code Name: 
Rocky, Groovie Ghoulies® Gallery (San Jose) 


-El Vez, Lisa Flores® Bottom Of The 0|| 

Hill 

-Fall Silent, All Bets Off, Jim Jones 
Brigade, The Subject Of Us, Against The 
Ropes® Southside Center (San Jose) 

-One Man Army, Reducers® Slim's 
-Shana Morrison® Freight And Salvage 
-Counting Crows/ Toad The Wet Sprocket ® 
warfield 

-Mother Hips ® Great American 
-The Bananas, This Bike Is A Pipe Bomb, 
Clarendon Hills, The Feldmans(® 924 Gilman 
-Pulley, Stunt Monkey, Up Syndrome, 
Moodfrye® The Outhouse (Los Gatos) 
-Baysick, Lica Sto, Karate High School, 
Bene® Rooster's Roadhouse 
-The Fleshies, The Pattern® Plant 51 
(Alameda) 

-Red Tape, Namor, Scissorhands® Capitol 
Garage 

-Wurkt, Simplistic, Rezyn, Page 29® 
Boardwalk (Orangevale) 


-Phenomenauts, The Ziggens, 

Oozzies® Bottom Of The Hill 
-Yaphet Kotto, Off Minor, 

Confidante, Uninvited® 924 Gilman 
-Tragedy Andy, The Locals, Dexter 
Danger, Solemite, Wits End® Grange Hall 
(Danville) 

-Richard Snakedick, Next To Nothing, 
Game Time® The Outhouse (Los Gatos) 
-Pressure Point, Whiskey Rebels, Hanover 
Saints/if) Capitol Garage 


-Pulley, Nubs, Up Syndrome® Bottom Of The 04 

Hill ^ ■ 

-Luce, Viv, Slim® Slim's 

-Holiday Revue® Freight And Salvage 

-Mother Hips ® Great American Music Hall 

-Tori Amos/ Howie Day ® SF Civic 

-Counting Crows/ Toad The Wet Sprocket ® warfield 

-Hirax, Exhumed, Nunslaughter, Capitalist Casualties, 

All Shall Perish® 924 Gilman 

-Let's Go Bowling, Radio Noise, Hebro® Starry 

Plough 

-Starch, Dead Breed, Kaos, Hostility, Zodiacal Circle® 
The Pound 

-Mystick Rage, Killingsworth, Tyrant® Uncle Roy's 
(Hayward) 

-Monkey, Sneaky Long, Life With Jonas® Odd 
Fellows Hall (Cupertino) 

-Steady Ups, Shakedown® Capitol Garage 
-The Mallrats, Baby Grand, Bobby Jordan® Old 
Ironsides 

-Liz Janes. The Curtains. Lesser W/ Blevin Blectum® 
The Ramp 


-Drunk Horse, Ludicra® Bottom Of OQ 
The Hill 

-Slammin' w/ Keith Terry, Vicki 
Randle, Joey Blake, Destini, Steve Hogan 
& Kenny Washington® Freight And 
Salvage 

-Blown To Bits, Funeral Shock® 924 
Gilman 

-Subject Of Us, Twice, Jim Jones Brigade® 
Capitol Garage 

\IJ « r £. U II..,.I,..'.. 


-Problem, October Allied, Galaxy® Rooster's v 

Roadhouse t 

-Zen Guerrilla® Bottom Of The Hill 
-Garage 4 Sale, Blind Pedestrian. Love Hope And 
Fear® Rec Center (San Mateo) 

-Pipe Down. The Program, The Sick® Eagle's Lodge 
-High On Fire, Drunk Horse, Theory of Ruin® Slim's 
-Geoff Muldaur w/ Fritz Richmond plus Eric & Suzy 
Thompson® Freight And Salvage 
-Forever Goldrush, The Pretty Girls, Dmnk Horse® Blue 
Lamp Lounge (Sacramento) 

-Ding Dang, The Rubbemeckers® Vista (Eureka) 

-Los Lobos ® fillmore 

-Dark Angel, Into Eternity, Old Grandad, Eyecon, 
Difercntial® Pound, SF 

-"Painfest 111" featuring: Exhumed (Bay Area), Solstice of 
Suffering (Chico), PCP (Napa), Psypheria (Sac), Sangre 
Amado (SF), Cursed (Bay Area), Occision (Bay Area) ® 
Epicenter (Chico) 

-Champion, Embrace Today, The Damage Done, Allegiance, 
Time For Living® The Cantina (S.F.State University) 

-The Lab Rats, Enemies, Dismembers, Sexy @ 924 Gilman 
-Crosstops, Load Levelers, Luck Of The Draw, Angry 
Amputees® Parkside 

-Slotmachine, Giant Haystacks, The Phobes® Kimo's 
-Dexter Danger, The Phenomenauts, My New Life, Normal 
Like You, Stunt Monkey® Club (Pacifica) 

-Dystrophy, Regan S.S., Agents of Satan, Lana Dagales, Iron 
Lung, Deadfall, Voetsek, Terror Attack, Doppelganger® 
Burnt Ramen 

-Starch, Side FX, Third Rail, Dirt® Pine Street Grill 
-Honeyspot, Deadweight, U.V.R.® Capitol Garage 
-Insolence, Juggernaut, Simplistic, ® Boardwalk (Orangevil) 


-Cex, Numbers, Stars As Eyes, Zeigebock Kops, 

Up Rock® Bottom Of The Hill 14 

-North Magnetic, Lands Farther East, Par Corliss 

@ Moxie’s Cafe and Gallery 

-Bridges® Freight And Salvage 

-Black Eyed Peas, P.E.A.C.E. (from Freestyle 

Fellowship), Special Guest® Justice League 

-Def Leppard ® SF Civic 

-Tragedy, Bom/Dead, This Is My Fist, Deadfall, 

Allergic To Bullshit® 924 Gilman 

-Grain, The Librarians, Charmless, Knulla Roofs, 

Greendale High® Stork Club 

-The Cuts, Gravy Train @ hemlock tavern 

-Peter Gabriel @ Oakland arena 

-Clarendon Hills, The Skyflakes, From Monument To 

Masses, eE, Whysall Lane® Cafe Du Nord 

-Stone Vengeance, Broadside, Darkin Fluid® Uncle 

Ray's (Hayward) 

-Time Spent Driving, Counterfeit, Stereotyperider, 
Moonlife, Joy's Panic® Mitchell Park (Palo Alto) 

-Red Top Road, 847, Singe, ® Capitol Garage 
-Ozomatli® Fillmore 

- North Magnetic, Lands Farther East, Par Corliss @ 
Moxie's Cafe and Gallery 
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Capitol Garage 

***Destroy All presents: Blue Collar Special, 
Los Vigilantes, The CliTtons, Double Fisted @ 
Jim Dandy's 100 Club (Prunedale) 


-Llectro Group/ hlvl KJiives (oj nemlocK 
-My Ruin, 40 Grit, My Horsey, Zeromind, 
Lowt@ Pound •* 

-Harold Ray: Live In Concert, The Easys@ 
Tempest 

♦♦♦Destroy All Presents: Blue Collar Special, 
Los Vigilantes, The Reaction, The Vex @ Jim 
Dandy's 100 Club (Pmnedale) 
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-Winfred E. Eye, Jtjsse Sykes, 
The Long Winters® Bottom Of 


eight And 

1 C Wet 

I Satan, 
(’urve Bar 


The Hill 

-Carrie Newcomer® Freight And 
Salvage 

-Hotwire Titans, Lava Rats® 330 
Ritch 
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-The Stratford 4, Loquat, The Turn- 'IQ 
Ons@ Bottom Of The Hill 
-Slightly Stoopid, Ill Kid, Triple 7@ 

Slim's 

-Paul Kamm & Eleanore MacDonald® 
Freight And Salvage 

-GZA (Genius of Wu-Tang Clan), J-Live, 
Casual (from Hieroglyphics)® Justice 
League 

-"All Acoustic" night featuring: Dan 
Potthas, Plain White T's, A Burning Water, 
Distance Between, Jerk Dave® The 
Outhouse (Los Gatos) 

-"Popscene" w/DJ Aaron & Jeremy® 330 
Ritch 

(Britpop/Indie/Mod/N ew 
Wave/Synth/Electronic/60s Soul) 


iscmble 24 

Wall Berlin 
kout! Records 
White 
Lines, Tons 
)oo/.e (*Not 

(’hristmas" 
with friends 
1 firmed) 
Screeching 
iiiion® My 
n finned) 
tide Charlie® 


-"Wall Berlin Reunion" w/Torrey, 25 
J.Lo, Ken, Bopa, Marjo, Russell, 

Ben & The rest of the extended 
crew® Wall Berlin 
-"Catch Me If You jCan" opens up. 
(Don't Watch) 

-Los Angeles Lakei;s Vs. Sacramento 

Kings 1 

Jesus & Mary fuckjng @ The Barn 


-"Boxing Day" (U.K.) 

-"Popscene" w/DJ Aaron & Jeremy@ 330 
Ritch 

(Britpop/Indie/Mod/New 
Wave/Synth/Electronic/60s Soul) 
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I cst"® 
Apartment 


) 


Ilafr/! 

md 
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JOIN THE DESTROY 
ALL STREET TEAM: 


rigade® 

1 lemlock 
I Mike® 

I Lunch® 
10 ) 

ill Life 

lakers, 

'C Lucky & 
iIh)'s 


Email: 

Streetteam@destroy al 1. net 



-Stars Are Falling, Kamikaze Vespa, For The 
Crown, Dismembers, Social Drones® Community 
Center (Lafayette) 

-Something Must Die, Timm Bent, Point Taken® 
Orange Hall (Danville) 

-LIVE 105 "Not So Silent Night" featuring: Papa 
Roach, Moby, Disturbed, Good Charlotte, DJ 
Shadow, The Donnas® The Shark Tank (San Jose) 
-DESTROY ALL, Grand Final! & KCSU Presents: 
Wesley Willis, Voodoo Glow Skulls, Code Name: 
Rocky, Groovie Ghoulies® Gallery (San Jose) 

-El Vez, Lisa Flores® Bottom Of The OQ 

Hill 

-Fall Silent, All Bets Off, Jim Jones 
Brigade, The Subject Of Us, Against The 
Ropes® Southside Center (San Jose) 

-One Man Army, Reducers® Slim's 
-Shana Morrison® Freight And Salvage 
-Counting Crows/ Toad The Wet Sprocket ® 
warfield 

-Mother Hips ® Great American 
-The Bananas, This Bike Is A Pipe Bomb, 
Clarendon Hills, The Feldmans® 924 Gilman 
-Pulley, Stunt Monkey, Up Syndrome, 
Moodfrye® The Outhouse (Los Gatos) 
-Baysick, Lica Sto, Karate High School, 
Bene® Rooster's Roadhouse 
-The Fleshies, The Pattern® Plant 51 
(Alameda) 

-Red Tape, Namor, Scissorhands® Capitol 
Garage 

-Wurkt, Simplistic, Rezyn, Page 29® 
Boardwalk (Orangevale) 


-Phenomenauts, The Ziggens, OT 

Oozzies® Bottom Of The Hill 
-Yaphet Kotto, Off Minor, 

Confidante, Uninvited® 924 Gilman 
-Tragedy Andy, The Locals, Dexter 
Danger, Solemite, Wits End® Grange Hall 
(Danville) 

-Richard Snakedick, Next To Nothing, 
Game Time® The Outhouse (Los Gatos) 
-Pressure Point, Whiskey Rebels, Hanover 
Saints® Capitol Garage 


GET YOUR SHOW 
ADDED TO THE 
DESTROY ALL 
CALENDAR, Email: 

info®destroyall.net 


-Clarendon Hills, me SKynaKes, from Monumem lo 
Masses, eE, Whysall Lane® Cafe Du Nord 
-Stone Vengeance, Broadside, Darkin Fluid® Uncle 
Ray's (Hayward) 

-Time Spent Driving, Counterfeit, Stereotyperider, 
Moonlife. Joy's Panic® Mitchell Park (Palo Alto) 
-Red Top Road, 847, Singe, @ Capitol Garage 
-Ozomatli® Fillmore 

- North Magnetic, Lands Farther East, Par Corliss @ 
Moxie's Cafe and Gallery 


-Pulley, Nubs. Up Syndrome® Bottom Of The 

Hill 
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DEC. 20-SLIMS 



■Luce, Viv, Slim® Slim's 
•Holiday Revue® Freight And Salvage 
Mother Hips @ Great American Music Hall 
-Tori Amos/ Howie Day ® SF Civic 
■Counting Crows/ Toad The Wet Sprocket @ warfield 
-Hirax, Exhumed, Nunslaughter, Capitalist Casualties, 
All Shall Perish® 924 Gilman 
Let's Go Bowling, Radio Noise, Hebro® Starry 
Plough 

-Starch, Dead Breed, Kaos, Hostility, Zodiacal Circle® 
The Pound 

•Mystick Rage, Killingsworth, Tyrant® Uncle Roy's 
(Hayward) 

-Monkey, Sneaky Long, Life With Jonas® Odd 
Fellows Hall (Cupertino) 

-Steady Ups, Shakedown® Capitol Garage 
-The Mallrats, Baby Grand, Bobby Jordan® Old 
Ironsides 

-Liz Janes. The Curtains. Lesser W/ Blevin Blectum® 
The Ramp 


-Drunk Horse, Ludicra® Bottom Of OQ 

The Hill 

Slammin' w/ Keith Terry, Vicki 
Randle, Joey Blake, Destini, Steve Hogan 
& Kenny Washington® Freight And 
Salvage 

-Blown To Bits, Funeral Shock® 924 
Gilman 

Subject Of Us, Twice, Jim Jones Brigade® 
Capitol Garage 

- Wonderbread 5, Pop Rocks @ Bimbo's 

























(an insi^i4 pro<iuc^ 

»*Kc-r^Kr» *>'€ r<-arc4 ♦*—*t«autc, ^raMtii 


Fabulous Disaster, The 16 
ers@ Bottom Of The 


1 California Songwriters 
on Open Mic@ Freight And 


Bmes, Sherik, Mike Dillon, 
iser (from Critters Buggin), 
.in. Special Guest 
g Crows/ Toad The Wet 
<d warfield 


-Time Spent Driving, ^ 

Eleventeen, My New Life@ 

Bottom Of The Hill 

-Christmas Jug Band@ Freight And 

Salvage 

-Counting Crows/ Toad The Wet 
Sprocket @ warfield 
-Hirax, Nunslaughter, Hail Satan, 
Lord Weird Slough Feg(g Curve Bar 
(SF) 


-Winfred E. Eye, Jesse Sykes, 'f 8 

The Long Winters@ Bottom Of 
The Hill 

-Carrie Newcomer@ Freight And 
Salvage 

-Hotwire Titans, Lava Rats@ 330 
Ritch 


-The Stratford 4, Loquat, The Turn- 
Ons@ Bottom Of The Hill 
-Slightly Stoopid, Ill Kid, Triple 7@ 

Slim's 

-Paul Kamm & Eleanore MacDonald@ 
Freight And Salvage 

-GZA (Genius of Wu-Tang Clan), J-Live, 
Casual (from Hieroglyphics)@ Justice 
League 

-"All Acoustic" night featuring: Dan 
Potthas, Plain White T's, A Burning Water, 
Distance Between, Jerk Dave@ The 
Outhouse (Los Gatos) 

-"Popscene" w/DJ Aaron & Jeremy@ 330 
Ritch 

(Britpop/Indie/Mod/New 
Wave/Synth/Electronic/60s Soul) 


-El Vez, Lisa Flores@ Bottom Of The 0|| 

Hill 

-Fall Silent, All Bets Off, Jim Jones 
Brigade, The Subject Of Us, Against The 
Ropes@ Southside Center (San Jose) 

-One Man Army, Reducers® Slim’s 
-Shana Morrison® Freight And Salvage 
-Counting Crows/ Toad The Wet Sprocket ® 
warfield 

-Mother Hips ® Great American 
-The Bananas, This Bike Is A Pipe Bomb, 
Clarendon Hills, The Feldmans® 924 Gilman 
-Pulley, Stunt Monkey, Up Syndrome, 
Moodfrye® The Outhouse (Los Gatos) 
-Baysick, Lica Sto, Karate High School, 
Bene® Rooster's Roadhouse 
-The Fleshies, The Pattern® Plant 51 
(Alameda) 

-Red Tape, Namor, Scissorhands® Capitol 
Garage 

-Wurkt, Simplistic, Rezyn, Page 29® 
Boardwalk (Orangevale) 


-Pui . 

Hii. 

-Lu.. . 
-Ho 


-To- 

■Cc^ 

Aii S - i 
-Le . : 
Pkz 
■StZT. 

TheP 


(Ha. 


-Gj: 33 

Thi --a 


SHOW here::' 


-OaklaEkd Interfaith Gospel Ensemble 


-"Wall Berlin Reunion" w Torrev. 9S 


-"Boxing Day" (U.K_1 


-Pbenoroenauts. The Ziggens. 


-Dnm 


Corpse, Macabre, 2 
[ramage@ Slim's 
& Swan(g Freight 
ige 

I Stones, Our Lady Peace, 
se, Nelly, The Clipse@ 
la 


)losion@ Slim's 0 
Foley's 

ig Souls, Anti-Flag(g 
Theater (Sacramento) 


Dave's True Story@ Freight 3 
And Salvage 
Marianne Faithfull @ 

Fillmore 

-Leesick, The Ebb & Flow(g 
Hemlock 


-Restaform Bodies, Grand Buffet, 

Dahawnes Troof® Bottom Of The Hill ^ 
-Long Lonesome Road® Freight And 
Salvage 

-Joe Cocker/ Tony Joe White ® warfield 
-Forcing Bloom® Stork Club 
-Bouncing Souls, Anti-Flag, The Code, 
Wanted Dead® Great American Music Hall 
-Candy Muscle, Lana Dagales, Iron Lung® 
Vista Restaurant (Eureka) 


-Merrie Olde Christmas 4 
Carolers(g Freight And 
Salvage 

-The Blasters @ Great American 
music hall 

-The Barfeeders, The Nubs, 
Lucky StifTs(g 330 Ritch 


-Sleepytime Gorilla Museum, Skeleton 
Key® Bottom Of The Hill 
-Kaddisfly, Dayzago ® Impulse/JJ 
O'Reilley's (Redding) 

-The Apples In Stereo® Slim's 
-Robin Huw Bowen® Freight And Salvage 
-Cher/ Cyndi Lauper ® Compaq Center 
-106x Presents: Kaddisfly, Dayzago @ 
Impulse/JJ O'Reilley's (Redding) 

-Bouncing Souls, Anti-Flag, The Code, 

Wanted Dead® Great American Music Hall 
-Supersuckers, The Briefs, Las Pesadillas® 
Capitol Garage 

♦♦♦Destroy All presents: Blue Collar Special, 
Los Vigilantes, The Cliftons, Double Fisted ® 
Jim Dandy's 100 Club (Prunedale) 


[ittermoiitti-XKX.eoin 


Mfwmf.mfmF.i 


MM/ 

Clearing autumn skies ^ 


-2 X 4, Kevin Welch & Kieran J 
Kane, Chuck Prophet & 

Stephanie Finch(^ Slim's 
-Davka(g Freight And Salvage 
-"Popscene" w/DJ Aaron «fe Jeremy@ 
330 Ritch 

(Britpop/Indie/Mod/New 
Wave/Synth/Electronic/60s Soul) 
-Tara Jane O'Neill/ Mick Turner/ 
Charles Atlas @ cafe du nord 
-Guttermouth, Pulley % Brick Works 
-The Sleaves, Veneble 4@ Old 
Ironsides (Sacramento) 


-Dark Angel, Into Eternity, Eyecon® The 10 

Pound 

-Wesley Willis, Hella, DJ Crook @ 

Capitol Garage 

-Kottonmouth Kings, Mix Mob, Ill Kid® Slim's 
-Kevin Burke® Freight And Salvage 
-The Coyotes, Michael Talbott, The Wolfkings® 
Edinburgh Castle 

-U.V.R., Honeyspot® G Street Pub (Davis) 
-"Popscene" w/DJ Aaron & Jeremy® 330 Ritch 
(Britpop/1 ndie/Mod/N e w 
Wave/Synth/Electronic/60s Soul) 

-Electro Group/ FM Knives @ hemlock 
-My Ruin, 40 Grit, My Horsey, Zeromind, 
Lowt® Pound 

-Harold Ray: Live In Concert, The Easys® 
Tempest 

♦♦♦Destroy All Presents: Blue Collar Special, 
Los Vigilantes, The Reaction, The Vex ® Jim 
Dandy's 100 Club (Prunedale) 


-Richard Buckner, Sonya Hunter, Kathleen Edwards@ 

Bottom Of The Hill Q 

Wild Oak Records Presents Bands Gone Wild; 40 Watt 
Hype, Pyre, Simplistic, Silence @ BMU Auditorium 
(CSU) 

-"Painfest HI" /w: Imagika, Zero Control, SaylO, Antagony, 

Intestinal Depletion, Omni Mratuusig The Epicenter Zone (Chico) 

-Geoff Muldaur w/ Fritz Richmond plus Eric & Suzy 

Thompson(^ Freight And Salvage 

-Soft Cell (§j warfield 

-The Dudes (ex subdudes) @ slim's 

-Los Lobos @ fillmore 

-Exit Wound, Regan S.S., Desolation® 924 Gilman 
-Force Fed, Impeller. The Hills Have Eyes @ Burnt Ramen 
-Hellfire Choir, T-Minus One, S.S.S., Armagetition, Miss 
Alliance® Rooster's Roadhouse 

-Reaction 31, Lica Sto, Baysik, Karate High School, @ The Pound 

-Sputter Del, The Skyflakes, Parting Glance @ S.F. State 

-Monkey, The Steady-Ups®' Voodoo Lounge 

-Killer’s Kiss, The Cripples(® Hemlock 

-Zodiac Killers. New cietectives, F-Hole® Parkside 

-Stunt Monkey, Dexter Danger® Phoenix Theater 

-Justify. Groove.Otg, Page 3® Time Out (Concord) 

-Knights In Satan's Service, Push, The Morning After @ Pine 
Street Grill (Livermore) 

-Helper Monkeys, Angry Amputees, Luck Of The Draw, Shots 
Fired® Capitol Garage 
-Guttermouth® Boardwalk (Orangevale) 

-Severed Savior, Vulgar Pigeons, State Of War, World Of Lies® 
Distillery (Sacramento) 

-Honeyspot, Larissa Bryski, OfFTha Wagon, Miluwakee® Old 
Ironsides 


-Deadweight, Storm, Wake, Flashlight IQ 

Brown® Bottom Of The Hill 

-The Ataris, Sugarcult, Rufio® Slim's 

-Black Eyed Peas, P.E.A.C.E. (from Freestyle 

Fellowship), Special Guest® Justice League 

-Def Leppard ® ARCO arena 

-Helper Monkeys, Eightfourseven, Brand X Savior, 

Smaily® Capitol Garage 

-Luna® Fillmore 

-bEAST Fest featuring: The Enemies® 924 
Gilman 

-Fluff Grrl, 400 Blows® 924 Gilman 
-Blind Guardian, Symphony X, Onward® Pound 
-Everything Must Go, The Grannys, Dirty Power® 
Parkside 

-Stars Are Falling, Kamikaze Vespa, For The 
Crown, Dismembers, Social Drones® Community 
Center (Lafayette) 

-Something Must Die, Timm Bent, Point Taken® 
Orange Hall (Danville) 

-LIVE 105 "Not So Silent Night" featuring: Papa 
Roach, Moby, Disturbed, Good Charlotte, DJ 
Shadow, The Donnas® The Shark Tank (San Jose) 
-DESTROY ALL, Grand Finali & KCSU Presents: 
Wesley Willis, Voodoo Glow Skulls, Code Name: 
Rocky, Groovie Ghoulies® Gallery (San Jose) 


-Cex.Nj 

UpRoci; 

-NottirN 

® M -’o. 


-Black E 

Felfcr.ii: 

-DcfLci 

Alleigjc 

-GfulI 

Gr??-cji 

-TheCj 

-Ckraj 

Masses. 


Raj ^ H 
-Time 

-i 

-Red ~:k 
-Oa»-3 


jAOOrrH 

[works Chico 
Iwalk: Sac 


TKORECORDS.COM 

PUNK 
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